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FOREWORD 

EDMUND S. HOLBROOK— MEMOIR 



'* And the statdy ships so on 
- - ■ - thel" 



To the haxbor under the hill.'* 



g\^ Adding to our knowledge of life at large with 
^ an enthusiasm that amounted to a radiant per- 
^ suasion, Edmund S. Holbrook lived and loved 
^ and domesticated the recording angel. 
9 He gathered more wisdom, garnered more 
( goodness, than can be strung on a rosary; but 
** his fugitive poems, tenderly collected, may look 
I in holiday immortality on many generations. 
Si He had a great and cool allowance for the 
f jagged obstacles of life; summing the best of 
i all sorts of people and opinions; opening the 
^ world as an oyster. 

vr> Both Englands, old and new, mingled in his 
^ S blood. Bom in Grafton, Mass., April 23, 1816. 
^From public school to Phillips Academy, An- 
^ dover, Mass., then to Amherst, where he ma- 
(7 triculated, 1835, ^^^ graduated, 1839. Inherited 
^ power and purity of blood, sound education, 
sterling ancestry, all combined to form and 



equip a fearless anti-slavery orator; and he. 
naturally held sway over large audiences in 
New England. In 1840 he went to Essex 
County, Va., and again took up teaching. In 
Virginia he defeated in debate Henry A. Wise 
( later governor of the State, and the man who 
caused John Brown to be hanged). A little 
later, in 1843, ^^ ^^ admitted to the bar in 
Richmond, Va.; thence he moved to Quincy, 
111., then to Ottawa, then to Peru. While in 
Peru he joined the volunteers and fought hon- 
orably through the Mexican War, achieving 
distinction at Buena Vista and subsequent bat- 
tles. War ended, he returned home and pur- 
chased the Peru Telegraph. In 1852 he married 
Miss Annie Case of Racine, Wis. He extended 
his law practice and opened an office in Joliet, 
111. In 1865 he came to Chicago and naturally 
became known for many active, eager years 
among the chosen few of prominent attorneys. 
Richly endowed with splendid vitality and 
practically realizing noble ideals, the most ardu- 
ous tasks could not satisfy his restless and re- 
sistless energy, without that noble leaven of 
literature that impelled him to write acceptably 
and usefully for the press; and, holding things 
beautiful the best, to seek relief in songs tuned 
to many keys. His liberal library, with many 
important papers, was swallowed by the great 
fire; but, undaunted, he took up the thread of 
life again, and with the brave men who helped 



to remake our city's history, he transformed 
disaster into memorable success. 

Lawyer, soldier, poet, democrat, and friend of 
Lincoln. 

Strong in heart and soul and brain; tena- 
cious, tender, and true; resourceful and alert: 
cheerful and unwearied in well-doing. 

This is not the place for criticism of his life 
or of his works; but not idly had Nature given 
him a powerful physique to feed the flame of a 
long and strenuous life. In person and per- 
sonality he resembled William Cullen Bryant, 
and he gave to his poems as to his life the 
blessed distinction of goodness. 

"These to his memory, since he held them dear." 



DEVOTIONAL 



I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY 

I 

I would not live alway; I feel a new 
birth ; 

For where, midst the changes, the pas- 
sions of earthy 

Tho' even of all its best treasures pos- 
sest, 

Oh! where can the Heaven-bom spirit 
find rest? 

II 

I would not live alway ; I dread not the 

tomb; 
Mine eyes look beyond its dark portals 

of gloom; 
This frame must descend, but the soul 

shall arise 
To meet the glad angels that bend from 

the skies. 
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Ill 

I would not live al way ; the struggles of 

life 
Each day are more fearful — I faint in 

the strife; 
And yet I press on, for my triumph shall 

come, 
And I welcome each hour that brings 

nearer my home. 

IV 

Who would not live alway? Oh! happy 
the thought 

That man shall achieve all his wishes 
have wrought; 

That truth, peace, and wisdom their vir- 
tues shall lend, 

And God over all, a kind father and 
friend. 



THE SONG OF THE ASCEND- 
ING SPIRIT 

I 
Farewell to the mortal, its turmoil and 

strife ; 
I 've passed the dark portal that leads 

unto life ; 
To earth and its shadows and sorrows 

adieu ; 
Sweet visions of beauty arise to my view. 

II 

Bring roses, bring lilies, those emblems 
of love; 

Bring music that beats to the music 
above. 

My name, with their own, shall the an- 
gels enroll ; 

Rejoice, oh, rejoice, at the birth of the 
soul, 

5 
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Ill 

With spirits attending I '11 visit my 

home; 
At dawn and at evening in silence we '11 

come; 
To them that with burdens and doubts 

are oppressed 
We will point the glad way to the haven 

of rest. 

IV 

The death-clouds are breaking. Hu« 
manity springs 

From height unto height on eternity's 
wings; 

There love, as sweet sunlight, in har* 
mony thrills 

And the glory of God crowns the beau- 
tiful hills. 



SCIENCE IN RELIGION 

FROM FAITH, HOPS, AND FEAR TO KNOWLSDGS, 
ASSURANCE, AND REST. 

I 

Oh, when will bright Science, the true 
polar star. 

That beams o'er the broad fields of 
learning afar, 
Shine clear on the soul and enlighten 
its vision; 

Establish in reason its essence and 
power, 

Give knowledge for Faith that may 
change with the hour 
And assurance for Hope in some fu- 
ture Elysian? 

II 

With Faith and with Hope on the right 
and the left 

This life will not be of all beauty be- 
reft, 
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Nor will joy disappear under deepen- 
ing sorrow ; 
Their presence will aid us to dominate 

pain. 
To change the dark hours into bright- 
ness again, 
As the night is dissolved in the beams 
of the morrow. 

Ill 

Twin sisters are these of some noble 

born race, 
Pure, beautiful, rich in each excellent 

grace. 
And 'tis thought from on high to the 

earth they descended; 
A future's grand pageant one paints to 

the view. 
One teaches the heart that the pictures 

are true, 
Till we trust to our wish that our life 

be extended. 
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IV 

Beyond the short earth-bounded range 
of our eyes, 

Far away in the depths of ethereal skies, 
It is thought that they open a star be- 
gemmed portal 

To a world, where we mortals, trans- 
lated from earth. 

Shall rise in due order from birth unto 
birth, 
In freedom unbounded, in being im- 
mortal. 

V 

But as all sink in death and are seen 
here no more. 

Dark doubts will advance like the mists 
to the shore 
From a clouded, unfathomed, impass- 
able ocean ; 

If ye souls are still living why do ye not 
come 

To guide us lone wanderers safe to our 
home. 
Our fears to dispel, to requite our de- 
votion? 
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VI 

Some teach, as they fear, of some shore- 
less profound 
That is filled with lost souls that with 
demons are bound, 
All hopeless in darkness and tortures 
eternal, 
Save only a few who, elected by grace. 
Not merit, are raised to some heavenly 
place. 
Forever to revel in raptures supernal. 

VII 

The Infinite power, and the Infinite 
love, 

Perfection in justice, — ^these three must 
approve 
A like fate to all, to each one as an- 
other; 

If they bestow life, a rich boon it must 
be. 

As a love-lighted household pure, happy 
and free. 
As father and mother, as sister and 
brother. 

lO 



VIII 

Old creeds and strange dogmas, — they 
serve us no more ; 

Philosophy, Science, — they stop at the 
shore ; 
And from the beyond no sweet prom- 
ise is spoken : 

If life there, why is its dark mystery 
sealed? 

Why rather is not its true glory re- 
vealed? 
Some vision, some message, some 
signal, some token? 

IX 

Fear, wonder, and worship have filled 

every age ; 
**Why worship in fear?" asks the thinker 
and sage ; 
*• There is only one way, which is 
ours," say the preachers. 
If nature and reason reveal not the light. 
Fray, how shall blind bigotry guide us 
aright. 
With its hundreds of creeds and their 
arrogant teachers? 

II 
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X 

They tell, of old time, how men stood 

face to face 
Before God, but then fell. How to save 

his lost race 
God planned, and revealed some grand 

scheme of Salvation. 
We know not; we pray for more light — 

and more light; 
Let angels and demons project to our 

si^ht ; 
Let Science make proof by her best 

demonstration. 

XI 

What is this that we see? What is this 

that we hear? 
We feel that some mystical presence is 

near; 
Lo, a light the far hills and the cloud 

is adorning; — 
'Tis the voice of the loved that have 

passed from the tomb ; 
'Tis the bright light of Science that 

pierces the gloom, — 
Of science that comes as the Sun of 

the Morning. 
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XII 

The veil of the future is parted in twain ; 

No more shall our longings stretch for- 
ward in vain 
To the regions of being beyond the 
dark river. 

Faith glides from our trust when we feel 
that we know ; 

Hope fails to express what Assurance 
can show — 
Of the life that shall be and its glories 
forever. 

XIII 

Rejoice! as this Sun marches on in its 

might 
Our doubt fades away as the mists of 

the night, 
And in knowledge we stand for the 

right and for duty ; 
His beams shall expand us in wisdom 

and love; 
The earth shall become as the Heavens 

above, 
In its joy, in its peace, in its uses and 

beauty. 
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XIV 

Religion and Science are found in ac- 
cord ; 

The Sun of all truth is "The Word of 
the Lord"; 
Faith, Hope, and Reason are fast 
bound in Union. 

There is Life in all Nature, — not death 
and not fear, 

The Heavens are opened, the Angels 
draw near ; 
Here is Rest as we triumph in Spirit 
Communion. 
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EXCELSIOR 

I 

*' Excelsior!" the Word of God to 
Man: 
^'Corne higher up the shining path of 
thought; 
Contrive more heights to gain, more 
depths to span ; 
Express yet more than all the Wise 

have taught; 
Lift up the veil from secrets yet 
unsought; 
Seek Right to gain from Wrong; seek 
Peace from War; 
Inspire such Wisdom as all time has 
wrought ; 
Observe such virtues as you pray Heaven 

for, 
Raising and bearing high this sign, — 
'Excelsior.' " 

IS 
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II 

''Excelsior!" the Prayer of Man to 
God: 
**Come, Thou, the Guide of my aspir- 
ing heart, 
Conduct my footsteps on the higher road, 
Endow my soul with each diviner part, 
Love, Wisdom, Joy, and Truth's most 
truthful chart; 
Show how each crime and wrong I 
should abhor; 
Inspire each holier thought, each 
nobler art; 
Oppress me not in Life's e'erchanging 

war; 
Renew each day my strength — * * Excelsior! 
Excelsior!" 
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THE FATHERHOOD OF GOD 



Oh, if there be one thought 

That all other thoughts excels; 
Oh, if there be one truth 

That in every virtue dwells; 
And if there be sweet words 

That all other words o'erspan, 
They 're **The Fatherhood of God 

And the Brotherhood of Man." 

II 

Some charms of mystic powers 
And some secret cords of love 

Unite the tiniest flowers 
And the mightiest worlds above; 

And by these bonds unseen 

17 



Through the earth and heavens 
abroad 
Every soul is anchored fast 
To the heart of Father God. 



Ill 

And from that heart proceed 

In the glow of endless youth, 
Life, knowledge, wisdom, love, 

With sweet charity and truth. 
And, as they blend and bloom 

Under heaven's all perfect plan, 
They achieve their work divine 

In **The Brotherhood of Man." 



IV 

That brotherhood portends 

That each child is equal heir 
To all the wealth that flows 

From an All-Wise Father's care. 
That worship true and pure. 

From the central truth began ; 
He best serves the Maker, God, 

Who most aids the creature, man. 

i8 



V 
Law, justice, freedom, right, 

That no tyrant shall constrain ; 
Hope, mercy, grace, and peace. 

That alike for all obtain 
A bright eternal life, 

Our best heritage, we scan. 
Through the faith of man in God 

And the love of God in man. 

VI 

Then let us, children all, 

In a sweet fraternal song 
That shall advance the right 

And that shall repress the wrong. 
In worship, work, and love. 

As each one most truly can, 
Bless **The Fatherhood of God, 

And the Brotherhood of Man." 
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Apostrophe to God, Nature, Angels, 
Man, I, II, III, AND IV; Prayer, 
V, VI, VII, AND VIII; Worship, 

IX AND X. 



Spirit Divine, Creator, Father, God ! 
Thou source of Love and Wisdom, 
Life and Light; 
Whose power hath spread the starry 
world abroad 
Filled with eternal use, and beauty 

bright; 
We know Thy living presence, not by 
sight. 
But in our souls, above the realms of 
sense ; 
Essence of Being! eternal, infinite; 
The Central heart, with boundless radi- 
ance; 
The One in All, Omniscience and Omni- 
potence. 



II 

Oh, Nature! sun, and moon and stars 
of night; 
Oh, Earth! and mountains, hills and 
sloping vales. 
Lakes, rivers, oceans broad, and stream- 
lets bright. 
Fields, fertile gardens, flowering meads 

and dales; 
Ye conscious living forms, that 
Heaven regales 
With vital breath, and frames with high 
design : — 
As Matter's self looks upward and in- 
hales 
Ethereal Fires, we claim, and yield, the 

line. 
Cognate in all, of pure descent from par- 
entage divine. 

Ill 

Ye Angels ! spirits, that have risen from 
life. 

Through death's dark door, to the su- 
pernal spheres, 
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Triumphant o'er a world of peace and 

strife, 
Of joy and grief, of changing hopes and 

fears, 
Now marching up the path of endless 

years; 
The cord of love still binds us, and our 

hearts 
Turn to the bending skies midst smiles 

and tears; 
Not wealth, and fame, and place, and all 

the arts 
Of life, can give the joy your presence 

still imparts. 

IV 

Oh, Man ! endowed with mind of Heav- 
enly birth ; 

Enthroned superior o'er the world 
below ; 
Fired with ambition that o'erspans the 
earth, 

With energies to do, as powers to 
know; 

Let thy whole frame with living vir- 
tues glow; 

22 



Let truth and wisdow all thy counsels be ; 

Love, mercy, charity on each bestow ; 

And for thy soul, when death shall set 

thee free, • 
Cherish the faith and hope of immortal- 
ity. 



Thou Power Supreme in Nature, Angels, 
Man! 
Hear now our voice of prayer, of 
thanks, of praise ; 
Praise, that Thy bow of peace and hope 
doth span 
Our country's brow, and gild with 

freedom's rays; 
And thanks for every gift thy hand 
displays ; 
Thanks for our conscious being, its joys, 
its light. 
Its woes, its darkness, woven in mys- 
tic maze; 
For conscience, trials, conflicts for the 

right ; 
For kindred friends, and home ; for spir- 
its and angels bright. 

23 



VI 

Breathe through our hearts the spirit life 
divine ; 
Inspire with wisdom, warm with radi- 
ant love ; 
Direct our powers to work in Heaven's 
design, 
That deeds of charity our faith may 

prove ; 
And send thy watchful guardians from 
above ; 
Teach us our earth-born vices to de- 
stroy ; 
And, as along life's varied lines we 
move. 
All gifts and graces may we so employ 
That, when the birth of death shall 
come, it come with joy. 

VII 

Thou vital spark struck from Infinity, 
The God that is within me, oh, my soul ! 

To Thee, my better self, I pray to Thee, 
That Thou, while error's surges o'er 
Thee roll, 
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Stand for the right and true, firm as 
the pole; 
Seek Thou the highest good, the better 
way; 
Subject all passions to Love's sweet 
control ; 
Untrammelled, all thy noblest powers 

display, 
And soar from earth*s dark night 
To heaven's eternal day. 

VIII 

Ye mortals, that have passed the second 
birth. 
The Angels of the Heavenly Paradise, 
Oh, visit us, the children yet of earth. 
And open wide to our long searching 

eyes 
The richest treasures of your myster- 
ies; 
Chief est of all, what are our duties here ; 
What conduct Heaven approves, and 
what denies ; 
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How may the bonds of love be made 

more dear. 
And how this life is linked with that to 

come, more clear. 

« « « « • 41 



IX 



And, oh, beyond I what glories meet our 
eyes! 
A life immortal in the Summer-land, 
Where spheres on spheres in spiral order 
rise, 
In rapturous harmony and beauty 

planned ; 
Where full fruition waits the soul's de- 
mand; 
Since Thou hast formed us children of 

Thy love. 
Keep us forever in Thy parent-hand ; 
Sustain our struggling steps, our hopes 

approve. 
And bear in triumph hence to happier 
worlds above. 
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When all Thy Universe of works we 
scan — 
The self -poised worlds that throng the 
boundless skies ; 
Progressive life that culminates in 
Man; 
And Man with double life, whose 

soul shall rise, 
From height to height of loftiest des- 
tinies. 
Thy Will and Love that called us forth 
to be. 
And gave us all that in this vista 
lies ; — 
Our spirits swell in worship, pure and 

free. 
And, thrilled with sweet devotion, rise to 
Heaven and Thee. 
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SONG: — MARCHING TO GLORY 

AIR — " MARCHING THROUGH GEORGIA" 

Written for, and dedicated to the Salvation 
Army. 

I 

Come, Fellow Soldiers of the Cross, 

we '11 sing another song; 
Sing it with the Spirit that shall sweep 

the world along; 
Sing it with those mighty powers that to 

the saints belong, — 
As we go marching to Glory. 

Chorus : 

Hosanna! Hosanna! we '11 sing the song 
of Love ; 

Hosanna! Hosanna! the Heavenly choirs 
approve ; 

We '11 sing the song of Jesus who de- 
scended from above, — 

As we go marching to Glory. 
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II 

Remember, Soldiers, ye are now the 

army of the Lord ; 
Remember, too, the conquering might of 

Gideon and his sword ; 
Remember, too, the Grace Divine, the 

Spirit, and the Word, — 
As we go marching to Glory. 

Chorus, 
III 

Oh, raise the standard high to Heaven 
for truth and righteousness ; 

The Lord of Hosts in triumph comes, to 
conquer and to bless ; 

Let rich and poor, let high and low, let 
all His name confess, — 

As we go marching to Glory. 

Chorus, 
IV 

Go, sound the trumpet, wake the dead 

in wickedness and sin ; 
Go, teach repentance to the world and 

change of heart within ; 
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Go, teach Salvation to all souls that 
shall the victory win, — 
As we go marching to Glory. 

Chorus, 



Into the lowest haunts of vice, the dark- 
est depths of woe ; 

Into the alleys, corners, slums, into the 
prisons go; 

For Jesus came to save the lost through 
all the world below, — 

As we go marching to Glory. 

Chorus, 

VI 

Let sinners raise their eyes to Heaven 

and see the light divine; 
Oh, let them view the face of Christ 

whence all the virtues shine. 
And to His arms of Truth and Hope 

their fainting souls resign, — 
As we go marching to Glory. 

Chorus, 
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VI 

So comrades, we will shout and sing the 

song of Truth and Love ; 
Sing it with the angels and the Holy 

Choirs above ; 
Sing it with the spirit that the sinner's 

heart shall move, 
As we go marching to Glory. 

Chorus, 
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LIFE AND LOVE 

A HYMN 



Thou God of Life and Love, 

We worship Thee ! 
In Thee we live and move ; 

We worship Thee. 
The earth is beauty bright, 
The glowing stars of night, 
Our souls within, invite 

To worship Thee. 

II 

For powers of varied thought 
Through endless days ; 

For lines of wisdom taught, 
We give Thee praise: 
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For health, and peace, and home, 
For conquests o'er the tomb, 
For hopes in worlds to come, 
We give Thee praise. 

Ill 

We need Thy guiding star 

O'er life's dark way; 
Thy presence near and far ; 

To Thee we pray. 
The shadows of each night, 
Vain struggles for the right. 
Our weakness and Thy might 

Teach us to pray. 

IV 

For righteous walks of life 

In reason's care. 
From hatred, wrong, and strife 

Oh, hear our prayer ! 
For truths of Heaven most dear, 
For love's sweet rapture here. 
For angels hovering near. 

Oh, hear our prayer! 
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That we may honor Thee 

And bless the race 
By deeds of charity 

Oh, give Thy grace; 
To raise the weak that fall; 
To aid the poor that call ; 
To bear Thy truths to all, 

Oh, give Thy grace. 

VI 

So let earth's journey end. 

That, when 't is o'er. 
We shall with joy ascend 

Yon Golden Shore. 
There, as our hopes descried. 
Time, pain, and death defied, 
Let Life and Love abide 
For evermore. 
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PATRIOTIC 



THE MEXICAN WAR 



We gather, Veteran Comrades, 

from our firesides near and far, 
We, th' old, fast-fading remnants 

of a nation's honored war; 
Our memories all full-freighted 

with (though thrice ten years ago) 
Our marches, bivouacs, battles 

in the far-off Mexico. 
We bid each other welcome 

as we shake the cordial hand — 
A most uncommon greeting 

of a most uncommon band ; 
For, since we parted homeward thence, 

we 've surely lived an age. 
And time has marked the changes all 

upon his faithful page. 
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II 

For most of all those comrades dear 

that left the field of Mars, 
Each victor in some gallant fight, 

some bearing honored scars, 
Our eyes shall seek in vain for them, 

the roll is called in vain; 
They 've fought in Life's great battle, 

and are numbered with the slain. 
Some sank down by the wayside tired, 

1^ great the load of life ; 
(Alas ! that some have fallen, too, 

in fratricidal strife!) 
Although they bared their patriot breasts 

to foes in foreign clime, 
How blindly stand their tombstones 

all along the shores of Time ! 

Ill 

'T was first at Palo Alto 

the Invader's guns were heard; 
How quick and deep and strong within 

the Nation's heart was stirred. 
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The call rings out through all the land : 

* * Send forth the volunteers! * * 
The thousands rally everywhere 

with shouts and songs and cheers. 
A victory fans the rising flame ; 

what though a Ringgold falls, 
The shining path of Glory leads 

to Montezuma's halls. 
We leave the party forum 

where our words run high and 
strong; 
This patriot thought our union seals : 

* * Our country y right or wrong, * ' 

IV 

Our sad "'' Farewells'* are spoken, 

and the columns march away; — 
Anon the sound of clashing arms 

is heard at Monterey; 
Sweet, beautiful, and fair she sits 

amidst the peaceful hills. 
Yet now dread War's shrill clarion 

her heart with terror thrills. 
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Would that some better Arbiter 

might vanquish civil strife, 
Than swords and slaughtering engines 

for the waste of human life : 
How strange that man, with fierce re- 
venge 

and thoughts of death, awaits 
The Beauty of the mountain 

and the loved within her gates! 



VI 

The Vale of Angostura, 

with her serried mountain walls, — 
How heavy on her trembling hills 

the shock of battle falls! 
Sant' Anna, with his well-trained hosts, 

the nation's strength and pride. 
Will surely crush our little band, 

in skill of arms untried. 
We know th' unequal contest, 

but we will not, can not fly; 
We throw our souls into the fight, 

resolved to win or die ; 
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We think of Home and Country; 

we ^"^ Remember Washington** ; 
The field is ours, and Victory 

by the morrow's setting sun. 

VII 

San Juan d'Uloa and Vera Cruz, 

sweet smiling o'er the sea, 
In blind security of place, 

read not Fate's harsh decree. 
Our grand Flotilla warns them, 

as it marches o 'er the wave. 
In vain they '11 trust their native 
strength, 

or warrior's skill, to save. 
To soldier's eye, surpassing grand, 

and beautiful the sight, 
Those streaming meteors of death, 

each day and through the night! 
Earth trembles, and the Ocean foams 

at War's destructive powers; 
Our flags, unfurling o 'er the walls, 

proclaim that they are ours. 



VIII 

At Cerro Gordo next the foe 

essayed to make defense, 
Appealing first to Nature's aid, — 

her grand Omnipotence, — 
To mountain, hill, and rock, and stream, 

and these, by labor crowned 
With cannon, mortar, bayonet, lance, 

till every feature frowned. 
Yet, fearful as the fortress flames, 

we rush into the fire! 
The combat rages fiercer yet, 

our steps ascend yet higher! 
At, last we reach the central tower, 

it falls, our flag ascends ; 
Our foes address themselves to flight, 

and Fear her pinion lends. 

IX 

Our course is now straight onward, 
to the city and the vale. 

The Home-land of the Aztecs, 

where sweet airs and flowers re- 
gale : 
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But see Coatreras, as we march, 

that rises to our view, 
And Churubusco, full of strength, 

and San Antonio, too. 
Again our cannons shake their hills, 

th' assault and charge again! 
The breaking hosts, before us flee 

and scatter o'er the plain! 
Old Harney's cavalry, let loose, 

pursues them as they fly ! — 
At Eve, we celebrate at once 

a three-fold victory. 



While thus the gates are open 

to the land of wine and gold. 
What kindly act of courtesy 

and generous we behold ! 
Our noble chieftain, by his word, 

restrains the steeds of Mars; 
For 't is not ours to do the deeds 

of more degenerate wars. 
Our Nation, strong in Truth and Right, 

seeks what is just alone; 
She only speaks her words of power 

that justice shall h^ done. 
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That foes may come to an accord, 
she bids the contest cease ; 

And prays and labors for the Right, 
for Justice and for Peace. 



XI 

Time passes, and 'tis true, alas! 

her efforts are in vain ; 
Again the scourge of war must come, 

the bugle's blast again. 
Casa de Mata and King's Mill — 

how fierce the deadly strife! 
A shadow passes o'er us 

as we think of ebbing life ! 
If more or less of danger, 

at the sound of fife and drum. 
It was our rule, approved by Fate, 

that victory must come ; 
A will to do the daring found 

the way it might be done ; 
A faith in destiny secured 

whatever was begun. 
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XII 

Chapultepec, the sentry 

of the city at her feet, 
How grand and fixed in sweet repose, 

in armor how complete ! 
Our last great work shall be our best, 

to lay her wondrous power, 
And float ''the Red, the White, the Blue'' 

above her highest tower. 
To say it, was the act itself — 

the scalers volunteer! 
The cannons roar, the troops ascend 

yet nearer and more near! 
A conflict hand-to-hand ensues, 

the stormers mount the walls! — 
A moment more of life and death — 

the grand old fortress falls! 

XIII 

Our standard crowns the Capitol, — 

a Nation prostrate lies; 
The music aids our swelling pride, 

but not for sacrifice. 
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Victors in every battle 

(they're a score or more I 'm told). 
Our hands are free from violence, 

our hearts unstained by gold. 
The tidings reach our Country 

and she gives us words of praise ; 
The fallen brave are mourned and 
crowned 

with memorable bays ; 
Peace with our triumphs gives us lands 

that stretch from shore to shore; 
We strike our tents, we bear our flags, 

and are at home once more. 

XIV 

If time were mine, 't would be my care 

to name still other fields, 
And glance at various other themes 

our fruitful subject yields, — 
The march o'er stony deserts 

of the armies of the North ; 
Their brilliant deeds, their battles won, 

their conquests and their worth: 
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I 'd read the Roll of Honor, 

showing special feats of arms — 
A grateful task to every muse, 

and bears a thousand charms; 
But where begin, and where to end? 

't would call for every name ! 
I '11 simply point the Roster, 

and will leave the work to Fame. 

XV 

The darker side of soldiering 

I should not fail to tell — 
Of musty bacon, old hard-tack, 

and beans that would not swell ! 
Of ''varmints" vile, of centipedes, 

tarantulas, and such ; 
Thorns, prickly pears, and chaparral, 

most charming to the touch ! 
Of beauties too, such as delight, — 

no soldier will despise, — 
SerloraSy sefioritaSy 

muchas buenas^ with dark eyes; 
FandangoSy songs, and music 

of most horrid rhythm and rhyme ; 
Aguardiente J muscaly pulque ^ — 

but quien sabe^ where 's the time? 
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XVI 

Our comrades left behind, alas, 

how many and how dear! 
'T is in the long ago, but still 

the memory is clear 
Of men, young, strong, and beautiful, 

some parent's joy of life. 
Crushed by the Furies that attend 

these elements of strife : 
Sick, lonely, wasting slow away, 

no friendly power to save-' 
Oh, sad to fire the last salute 

above a Comrade's grave! 
Accursed guerrillas, killing, robbing, 

leaving on the plain ; 
Thrice happy he, if fall he must, 

that is in battle slain. 

XVII 

And we ourselves, the stream of life 
most swiftly bears us on ! 

On, day by day, and year by year, 
to its remotest bourn : 
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The failing eye, the whitening hair 

the trembling limbs proclaim 
Th' advance of the archer, Death, 

who never fails his aim. 
That we may hope a happier life 

in realms of endless youth, 
Let us, while here, address our souls 

to Charity and Truth ; 
So, when our last Reveille sounds, 

and darkness flees the day. 
With joy we '11 waken to the call, 

and fearless march away. 

XVIII 

That rich domain of lands we gained, 

its realm of wealth and power 
Shall they who conquered it in youth^ 

in age receive no dower? 
Their numbers few, too few at first, 

and sent half-clothed, half-fed^ 
Half -paid, half-cared for, left to go 

as fortune drove or led ! — 
That land a rich Bonanza proves, 

and whose the shining ore? 
We *ve made some generals presidents, 

and honored many more ; 
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But then, behold the rank aad file, — 
if old, infirm, and poor, 

Shall not a gracious People make 
their happiness secure? 

XIX 

The conquerors of Indian lands, 

the South, the North, the West 
Redeemed from savage hordes, and now 

by Law and Labor blest — 
Should not they be remembered, too, 

as well becomes a State 
Whose borders have been made by them 

magnificently great? 
Where Osceola hid his braves 

the orange, freighted, bends; 
Where Black Hawk led his dusky bands 

one endless field extends. 
Their humbler deeds by humbler means 

may pale the grander now — 
Let equal justice weigh each act 

and duly crown each brow. 
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XX 

And if themselves have parted 

from these shores of mortal strife, 
Remember, then, their partners 

and the issues of their life. 
It well becomes the happy 

to assuage the mourner's tears. 
The strong to be the helper 

of the child of tender years. 
As heaven has ranked that virtue 

purer, higher than all the rest. 
Which labors that the widow 

and the orphan shall be blest. 
The State shall rise in glory 

as she cheers along the way 
The stricken of her household, 

turning darkness into day. 

XXI 

The faithful, honest citizen, 

who, not for gold nor fame. 

Obeys his country's call to arms 
to save her honored name, 
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Who pledges life and fortunes all 

against the fate of arms, 
Who hears no voice but Duty's call, 

nor heeds seducing charms, — 
Who, more than he, returning home, 

should be remembered well? 
Who, more than he, as age creeps on, 

in home of peace should dwell? 
Who, more than he, on dying couch, 

will bring the angels down? 
Who more than he, enrolled above, 

shall wear the golden crown? 

XXII 

The mysteries of Providence ! — 

who shall that power explain 
That raises empires to the skies, 

then casts them down again? 
Can it be chance that wrought for us 

some victory from defeat, 
In spite of numbers, strength of place, 

and armor more complete? 
Doubtless, there is some law that shall 

a nation s life prolong, 
And make her, by her length of years, 

in vital force more strong: — 
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The clear, undying Patriot-fire, 

to Heaven's own truth allied, 

While this shall burn in every breast 
our Nation shall abide. 

XXIII 

Ill-starred, distracted Mexico, 

all at her fate must weep ! 
Should we have bound her to our car 

and drawn her up the steep? 
Then Freedom, Learning, Labor, Law, 

had given her peace and rest, 
And she had mounted to her place 

and sat among the Blest. 
We pray and hope her happier hour 

will some time come ; but then. 
As now, we turn from her, we think, 

as wiser, better men, 
And give to our America, 

her glorious name and ways. 
Our lives, our hearts, our works, our 
thoughts, 

our noblest words of praise. 
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XXIV 

** America thou art our own 

and we at home again ; 
Thy Standards we have borne abroad 

and have not borne in vain : — 
A score of battles we have fought, 

the victories always ours, 
Yet victories most dearly bought 

against superior power: 
Thy honor, as our own, shall stand, 

in every age and clime. 
Untarnished, as none others have, 

by cruelty or crime. 
And 't is our pledge to raise and keep 

thy banners pure unfurled; 
In peace and war, on land and sea, 

the glory of the world. 
***** 

XXV 

''Columbia! All hail! From the depths 
of the ages 
The dark clouds of Tyranny hung o'er 
the world ; 
Thou comest, the promise of prophets 
« and sages, 
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And back into chaos their thunders are 
hurled ! 

Thou comest, the First-bom of Time, a 
Free Nation; 

Thy Infancy cherished 'mid deep trib- 
ulation ; 

Thy Childhood made pure by the heart's 
dedication; 
Thy Youth girt with strength, thy 
broad banners unfurled ! 

XXVI 

**Columbia! All hail! As we view from 
this mountain, — 
This century's height, — thy long val- 
ley of tears, — 

This stream that hath swelled from its 
earliest fountain. 
Thy growth amid storms and thy hopes 
amid fears, — 

Now stretching thy borders from ocean 
to ocean. 

To whom the far kingdoms shall seek 
with devotion, 
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Our souls turn to thee with sublimest 
emotion, 
Thou, boundless in greatness, in good- 
ness, in years! 

XXVII 

"Columbia! All hail! And Thou God 
of all nations, 
Ye angels, ye souls that have mounted 
the skies. 

Saints, patriots, martyrs — oh, save from 
temptations. 
What Conscience forbids and what 
Honor denies ! 

Oh, guide us in love and by counsels pa- 
ternal ; 

Inspire us with knowledge and virtues 
supernal ; 

That Liberty's temple shall here be eter- 
nal. 
That flames from her altars forever 
shall rise ! 
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XXVIII 

*' Columbia! All hail! Oh, how grand 

and how glorious 
Thy name, and thy lands, and thy 

peoples shall be, 
When Wisdom and Justice shall bear 

thee victorious, 
A Queen among nations, bright, happy, 

and free ! 
Equality then shall give each his true 

measure ; 
Then Labor rejoice in use, duty, and 

pleasure : 
Religion unfold her full Heaven-gar- 
nished treasure, 
And God, Man, and Angels be honored 

in thee ! 

XXIX 

''Columbia! All hail! For, though late 
came the dawning, 
And long hung the day-star all trem- 
bling and pale. 

The darkness now flies, and the splen- 
dors of morning 
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Leap over the hilltops, down valley 

and dale ! 
'T is Freedom's fair daughter! Fling high 

the Star-banner! 
Let Music and Poesy voice their Ho- 

sanna ; 
Let hearts beat in worship, let tongues 

speak in honor, 
Thou best-bom of Heaven, Columbia ! 

All hail!" 

XXX 

Now, Veteran Comrades, as we hence 
depart, 
And hope to meet — Oh! how? and 
where? and when? 
We pledge to each again our hand and 
heart. 
And trust ourselves to Fate and 

Fame, as men 
That fear not true report of tongue 
and pen. 
May Heaven provide and guard from 
harm and fear; 
And when She calls from out the 
depths, oh, then 
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May we, on duty still, in accents 
clear, 
Advancing from the ranks, give ready 
answer: ''''Here!'' 

XXXI 

And yet 't is beautiful, before we go. 
To glance once more at this grand 
scene of Man — 
How his broad sway extends o'er worlds 
below! 
How all the stars of heaven he seeks 

to scan, 
All force to conquer, and all space to 
span; 
How he, with Science of the piercing 
eye, 
Reveals all mysteries hid since Time 

began ; 
Resolves the present, brings the dis- 
tant nigh, 
Descends the darkest depths, and dom- 
inates the sky ; — 
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XXXII 

How steam, the lightnings, and the 

wings of light 

Become the servants of his Will and 

Thought; 

How Woman rises to her place of Right; 

How Nations seek the words our 

fathers taught ; 
How they from Heaven descend when 
truly sought — 
And, if in these we can our part ap- 
prove, — 
Some truth enforced, some generous 
action wrought, — 

'Tis beautiful^ *tis blest ^ to give ^ in lave^ 
Our earth to earth beloWy our souls to God 
above. 
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AMERICA 

America! America — 

the grandest, noblest name, 
That ever has, or ever shall, 

adorn the scrolls of fame; 
The newest and the brightest star 

that leads the host of heaven ; 
To whom all virtues that adorn 

and honor man are given ; — 
She, looking back o'er all the past, 

sees nations in their tomb ; 
She, looking round on all that are, 

sees nations sunk in gloom. 
She, standing fast for sovereign men, 

will save from despot fears ; 
She, mounting up for truth and right, 

shall gain eternal years. 
Eternal years ! not we alone — 

the angel hosts await; 
All men are equal by our laws — 

equal at Heaven's gate. 
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The world above comes nearer down, 

the earth mounts higher still ; 
Their union shall supplant all strife 

and give us ** peace, good will." 
While Justice reigns in all our courts 

and Mercy clasps his hand ; 
While Commerce freely rides the seas 

and draws from every land ; 
While Wisdom holds her place of power, 

to Truth and Hope allied ; 
While patriot fires inspire the heart, 

our Country shall abide. 
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OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN AND 

HIS MEN 

Prepared for and read on DECORATION 
DAY, May 30, 1885, at Oak woods Cemetery, 
Chicago, on invitation of the Abraham Lincoln 
Post ; and afterwards read on other Memorial 
Days with some additions such as the times 
and changes required. 

I 

A child of nature, graceless, poor, 

yet not of low degree ; 
For Heaven shall give him place and 
power, 

to set the bondsmen free. 
In all those paths of life he walks, 

whose fruit may wisdom yield, — 
A craftsman, scholar, counselor, 

a soldier in the field ; 
An orator with words of fire, 

when Wrong her weapons draws; 
A statesman generous, kind yet stern, 

as Reason pleads her cause. 
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The Grand Republic hails him chief, 
Freedom shall gain her prize,^- 

Rebellion sinks beneath his wand, 
but he, a martyr, dies. 

II 

And all who fell in Freedom's war, 

whatever their estate, 
They, too, were equal martyrs all, 

and each as truly great ; 
They heard their country's voice, **To 
arms! " 

they rallied to the call; 
They trembled not at the forecast, 

if haply they might fall : 
The Union was their battle cry, 

the Union they would save ; 
Salvation to the Union, 

though they found a soldier's 
grave. 
Equality to all the race, 

the bondsmen shall be free; — 
They fought, they bled, they died, — 

they live ! — martyrs to liberty. 
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Ill 

The women of this valiant race, 

the mother, sister, wife, — 
Though all ungrateful to their souls 

such elements of strife, — 
They brought their gifts and laid them 

on the altar of the heart : 
Oh, how almost like death itself 

the hour that came to part; 
They wrought for us our battle flags, 

the eagles, stripes and stars ; — 
"Take these," they said, *'and bear 
them high 

upon the field of Mars ; 
Oh ! bear them on like heroes 

straight ' gainst ourCountry *s foes ; 
Oh! bring them back in triumph, — 

when this cruel war shall close." 

IV 

We bore them for the Union 

and we set the captives free ; 

From Donaldson, from Shiloh, 

and from Vicksburg to the sea ; 
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From Gettysburg and Richmond, 

where rebellion bit the dust, 
We brought them back with glory 

and resigned our sacred trust. 
For these how many a brave one fell 

before a gallant foe ! 
How many undistinguished graves 

alas ! we may not know ! 
A thousand of these banners yet, 

of varied form and fold, 
Tattered and torn, but honor crowned, 

our Country's archives hold. 



A score of years have passed — and now, 

this Decoration Day, 
We plant upon our soldiers' graves 

the loveliest flowers of May. 
'Tis woman's gift, with joy and love, 

and many a sacred tear, — 
And she '11 repeat these hallowed rites 

on each returning year; 
Nor this alone; let eloquence 

and Music's martial strain 
Recall the past and dedicate 

all patriot hearts again. 
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In honor and remembrance 

let the Mausoleum rise, — 

Its columns standing bold and strong, — 
its spires to pierce the skies. 

VI 

And in these years how many 

that survived the battle's strife. 
Have met their conqueror at last, 

and yielded up their life ! 
How many yet in hospitals 

and at their blighted homes, 
Where to the maimed, the sick, the 
poor, 

true comfort never comes! 
Even he, our honored captain, 

that brought victory o'er our foes, 
Now struggles in his victor's toils, 

and soon the strife will close. 
God help them all ! and happiness, 

and peace and love extend ; 
And when they hear their final call, 

may Heavenly guards attend. 
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VII 

The wide vicissitudes of war, 

what tongue, or pen can tell? 
*T is now there seem the airs of heaven 

and now the blasts of hell ! 
That grand magnificence of tread 

that beat the country o'er, — 
*'We are coming, Father Abraham, 

three hundred thousand more!" 
And now we *re struggling with defeat, 

our wounded and our, slain; 
**0h, rally round the flag, my boys, 

oh rally once again." 
Some skirmishes, on quick retreat 

must leave a comrade dead, — 
Alone, unknown, "only one killed," — 

yet silently they said : — 

VIII 
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Farewell! dear comrade, brave and 
true, 
whom now the fate of war, 
Hath smitten with the shafts of death, 
from home and friends afar; — 
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No more to tread the weary march 

nor share the battle's strife! 
To thy blest country given and sealed, 

the dearest pledge of life ! 
Thy honor we commend to Fame, 

thy body to the dust: 
We can't go back, nor here remain; 

so onward as we must; 
If we shall live and meet again 

and love, — Oh, who can tell? 
Somehow, some where, some time 't will 
be, 

till then a sad farewell." 



IX 

Oh, the thunder of the battles 

where our strength of arms was 
tried ! 
Oh, the wailings for those prisons, 

where "some parents' darling" 
died! 
Oh, the glory and the torture, 

of those long, slow-passing years! 
Oh, the paeans for our victories ! 

oh, the flow of mourners' tears! 
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Oh, our navies bore them grandly 

and their streamers grace the 
skies! 
Oh, '*the colored troops fought nobly," 
and they gained the long-sought 
prize ! 
Oh, "The Music of the Union" 

as it swelled from shore to shore ! 
Oh, the soldiers' happy greetings, 

as they gained their homes once 
more! 

X 

'* Peace hath her victories no less 

than war," was truly said 
By one of ours in earlier times ; — 

he, who our armies led, 
Soon as success was well assured 

implored, *'let us have peace." 
So pray we all ; forever may 

all civil contests cease. 
Save the grand lessons it shall teach 

the past shall rise no more ; 
One nation, we will live and love 

more wisely than before. 
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The home shall honor gallant braves, 

their wounds and sufferings 
healed ; 

** Union and Liberty" their bond 
indissolubly sealed. 

XI 

The Arts of Peace, let them be cher- 
ished : — 

first, let Learning's Hall, 
With all its treasures, rich and rare, 

be opened wide to all ; 
Let Freedom keep the franchise pure, 

the ballot free from fraud ; 
Let Commerce, while she guards the 
home, 

extend her«arms abroad ; 
Let Justice hold her balances 

alike to every man ; 
Let Pleasure lead her roseate train, 

with Temperance in the van : 
All these, with patriot fire and love, 

and mutual happiness. 
Will build and constitute a state 

that Heaven will ever bless. 
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XII 

The Muse of History shall write, 

with pen of adamant, 
High on her scrolls of brass and stone, 

the name of General Grant. 
He was our Comrade when the fires 

of youth informed the life ; 
He was our Captain when the States 

were rent by civic strife ; 
He was our President when peace 

returned her happy reign ; 
These duties done, he was again 

our fellow citizen. 
We saw him daily dying, 

and we shed the bitter tears ; 
But yet his noble deeds shall live ^ 

through the long coming years. 

XIII 

And other names, a noble line, 

shall History write as well. 
Our Garfield, who in the full tide 

of civic honors fell ; 
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Hancock, to whom admiring friends, 

would give the Chair of State ; 
Our Logan, checked in glory's path 

by an untimely Fate : 
Our Sherman, Thomas, Sheridan, 

and others many a score : — 
A shortening line that ever moves 

toward that Silent Shore ; — 
And if the throng must be unnamed 

on Time's Historic chart. 
Their memory still shall be embalmed 

in every patriot heart, 

XIV 

The long line marches onward 

and keeps fading from our view ; 
The generals, captains, soldiers, — all 

must hear their last tattoo; 
Step after step, and day by day, 

they 're nearing to the goal 
Where sinks the body to the earth 

and wings the rising soul. 
That their good works shall follow them 

shall be our constant prayer; 
Their widows and their orphans, too, 

shall be our special care ; 
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'T is ours to build the monument 

to decorate the grave, 
And teach our youth to emulate 

the patriotic brave. 

XV 

**The Human Race," *'The Sons of 
God,"— 

an interchange of name: 
If one has worn the blue, or gray, 

how great the praise or blame? 
We may not know how much of life 

is due to will or chance, 
To accident of birth or place, 

to self or circumstance. 
Long centuries behind each one 

press to some certain fate. 
Though aspiration, thought, and will 

may mould that first estate ; — 
And this must be, that truth to self, 

if conscience but approve, 
Shall grace obtain before that Power 

'*in whom we live and move." 
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XVI 

Behold the lesson taught us 

in this city of the dead : — 
The evergeens, the willows, 

and the smiling skies overhead; 
The letters, figures, emblems, 

wrought in monumental stone ; 
The hand that stretches upward 

with the mystic words *' Passed 
on ; 
The lamb, the cross, the Bible, 

and the rose and lily white ; 
The anchor, star, and crescent, 

and the rising orb of light, — 
All point the hopes we cherish, 

that there is a world above. 
Where immortal life awaits us, 

rich in happiness and love. 

XVII 

Ye living host ! ye are not dead, 

nor sleep beneath this earth ! 

But rather passed to higher spheres, 

through death, the higher birth, — 
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To you and to our Country's cause 

we pledge our noblest deeds; 
The path of honor we will tread 

and march where duty leads ; 
Ye angel martyrs of our homes, each, 

all to us most dear! 
Help us, by these sweet emblems taught, 

to feel your presence near! 
That ye shall guide our every thought, 

for Freedom's sacred care, 
By Counsels wise for conduct true, — 

oh, hear our constant prayer! 

XVIII 

America! America! 

thine is the noblest name 
That ever has, or ever shall, 

adorn the scrolls of Fame ; 
The newest, yet the brightest star 

that leads the hosts of heaven, — 
To whom all virtues that adorn 

and honor man are given. 
Thou, looking back on all the past, 

see'st nations in their tomb; 
Thou, looking round on all that are, 

see'st nations sunk in gloom; 
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Thou, holding fast the rights of man, 
shalt save from despot fears ; 

Thou, standing firm for truth and peace, 
shalt gain eternal years. 

XIX 

Eternal years! not we alone 

God and his hosts prepare ; 
The home of Liberty and Law 

shall be their special care ; 
And as the heavens come nearer down 

and earth mounts higher still. 
That sacred promise is achieved 

**To all men, peace, good will.*' 
While Justice rules in all our courts 

and Mercy clasps his hand ; 
While Labor reaps his due reward, 

so Plenty fills the land ; 
While Reason sails the Ship of State, 

heaven her star and guide ; 
While Patriot Love inspires the heart 

our Country shall abide. 
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THE SONG OF FREEDOM 

AIR — *' OUR DAYS ARB GLIDING SWIFTLY BY *' 



While men in darkness bowed and slept, 

Nor dreamed of treasures given, 
A selfish priesthood stole and kept 

The keys of Earth and Heaven : — 
While pressed with want and doomed to 
toil, 

They wrought and struggled ever, 
Proud Tyranny usurped the soil 

And crushed each new endeavor. 

Chorus: 

But now of Freedom we will sing. 
In one united chorus, — 

Nor bigot priest, nor tyrant king. 
Shall longer triumph o'er us. 
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II 

These twain that clasp their gilded 
hands, 

Some ^^ right divine'* pretending, 
So they may clothe their own commands 

With terrors never ending, 
We will arraign before our court, — 

The final court of reason ; 
And if they prove no sanction for 't 

We shall pronounce it treason. 



Ill 

Press back such clouds as overhung 

Those dark and suffering ages 
When rocks and chains repressed the 
tongue 

And pen of Saints and Sages. 
A grander force is on us now, 

That bids all wrong defiance ; 
A truer light illumes the brow, — 

The glowing orb of Science. 
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IV 

The equal rights of every soul 

To life, to thought, to labor; 
The mutual duties that control 

The loves of self and neighbor, 
We now behold in clearer light, 

As Nature's God hath given, — 
And we *11 maintain them with our might, 

Our faith is pledged to Heaven 



Each one must his own Saviour be, 

Himself the Lord's anointed; 
Each one a sovereign pure and free. 

By Power Supreme appointed ; 
Reason and Justice, joined to bless. 

Must scale the heights supernal. 
And love to all, in righteousness. 

Bring all to life eternal. 

VI 

A vaunt! those dogmas that accurse! 

Welcome the human graces; 
The better now compels the worse. 

The right the wrong replaces. 
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Equality supplants the throne. 

Fraternity the altar. 
Humanity, the Three in One, 

And Charity the Psalter. 

VII 

Arise, thou Angel of Reform ! 

Thy words supremely spoken ; — , 
Let virtue's heart be pure and warm, 

Let Vice's charms be broken; 
Let man arise from height to height, 

His eye still upward turning; 
Let Liberty outshine the light. 

Her watch-fires ever burning. 

VIII 

For Papal Bulls and princely crowns. 

That hurl their fearful thunder; 
For credent schools and monkish gowns 

That fill the weak with wonder — 
Let love to God, through love to man. 

Assign the ranks of merit ; 
So truth the universe shall span 

And free the human spirit. 
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IX 

The future of the race, all hail ! 

As it strides on to glory ; 
What greatness may it not avail 

In Wisdom, Song, and Story ! 
The world above comes nearer down ; 

Behold the open portals! 
Here we may wear the golden crown, 

Here walk with the Immortals. 

Chorus: 

Oh, now in Freedom we will sing, 

In universal chorus; 
Nor bigot priest, nor tyrant king. 

Shall longer triumph o'er us. 



8a 



±.^ 



A NATIONAL SONG : — STEP 

TO THE MUSIC OF THE 

UNION 

AIR — '* MARCHING THROUGH GBORGIA" 

I 

Oh, come ye brave Columbians, we '11 

sing our noblest song; 
Sing it with the loftiest tones that sweep 

the world along; 
Sing it with the chorus, too, of many 

million strong; 
And step to the Music of the 

Union. 

Chorus'. 

Hurrah, hurrah, we '11 sing our noblest 

song; 
Hurrah, hurrah, with many million 

strong ; 
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The sons of Freedom all shall sing it as 
they march along. 
And step to the Music of the 
Union. 

II 

There 's "Hail Columbia, Happy Land!" 

and "Yankee Doodle,'* too; 
There 's "Maryland, my Maryland" — 

we '11 bid our griefs adieu; 
"On Dixie Land we '11 take our stand" 

and all our joys renew. 
And step to the Music of the 

Union. 

Chorus* 



III 
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There 's Washington, "the first in war, 

the ** first in peace" as well; 
And that grand hero, Jackson, too, 

whose valor who can tell? 
There 's Lincoln, Grant, and Garfield, 

too, and still the numbers swell 
Who step to the Music of the 

Union. 

Chorus. 
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IV 

So shall we all, in peace or war; 'twill 
be our care to save 

The Union as it was and is, or fill a sol- 
dier's grave; 

The foes without, the foes within, and 
every danger brave 
And step to the Music of the 
Union. 

Chorur, 



And this our song: '"Columbia, thine is 

the noblest name, 
That ever has, or ever shall, adorn the 

scrolls of fame. 
And to thine Honor, Power, and Truth 

the world shall give acclaim, 
As we step to the Music of the 

Union." 

Chorus, 
VI 

We patriot Sons to patriot Sons will 
teach this grand refrain : 

Its tones shall echo far and wide through 
valley, hill, and plain: 
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OUR NATIONAL FLAG 

THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER* 

I 

See that Banner unfurled from the hilltops 

and spires y 
The red^ white^ and blue the bright stars 

adorning^ 
The eagle of Freedom^ the shield of our 



stres^ 



As it floats o'er our heads at the dawn of 

the morning. 
Now it catches the gleam of the morning's 

first beam^ 
Now in beauty reflected from lakelet and 

stream, 

* I think this celebrated Hymn, by Key. notwithstandinjBf 
itt many virtues, has this defect as a National Hymn, that it is 
burdened with too much reference to a locality, and the affairs 
of a day in mid-history^ the defense of a fort. To avoid this I 
have written the followmg, retaining much of the original, and 
borrowing something from others too well known to reauire 
reference, extending the spirit of the poem over a wider field, 
and limiting it as well to matters of general importance which 
will obtain tor all time. 
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*Tis our Star-Spangled Banner! Oh^ 

long may it wave 
0*er the Land of the Free and the Home 

of the Brave! 



II 

From the North to the South, from the 
East to the West, 
Over mountain and valley, from 
ocean to ocean ; 
'T is a view that inspires with the noblest 
and best, 
And the patriot feels the sublimest 
emotion. 
It is Liberty's flag from her Temple un- 
furled — 
The joy of all people, the hope of the 
world : 
'Tis our Star-Spangled Banner — oh, 

long may it wave 
O'er the Land of the Free and the 
Home of the Brave. 
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Ill 

' Tis Columbians flag as she walks o*er the 
seas, 
And the nations afar shall in honor 
adore it; 
The freeman admires as it mounts the glad 
breeze, 
And the tyrant shall tremble and flee 
from before it; 
Our streamers shall fly in the blue of their 

Oppression shall know that deliverance is 
nigh. 

Oh, our Star-Spangled Banner in splen- 
dor shall wave 

0*er the Land of the Free and the Home 
of the Brave I 

IV 

*Tis our ensign of Union, the Many in 

One, 
A Republic of patriots, of statesmen and 

sages; 
Our heroes can point to their bcMlefields 

won, 
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The people have builded their state for 
the ages. 
In wisdofn so planned^ at Freedom's com- 

maud 
She marches to greatness an sea and on 
land. 
The Star-Spangled Banner in triumph 
shall wave 

O'er the Land of the Free and the Home of 
the Brave, 



Oh, thus be it ever when freemen shall 

stand 
Between their loved homes and the 

war's desolation ; 
Blest with victory and peace, may the 

Heaven-rescued land 
Praise the Power that hath made and 

preserved us a nation ; 
For conquer we must, since our cause it 

is just, 
And this is our motto, ^^In God is our 

Trust: 
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And the Star-SpangUd Banner in tri- 
umph shall wave 

O'er the Land of the Free and the 
Home of the Brave, 

VI 

All hail to the Country where justice 
prevails, 
Where the man is preferred before 
wealth, birth, or station ; 
Where each of the fruits of his labor 
avails, — 
For these are the strength and the 
heart of a nation. 
There shall virtue abide, — there shall 

wrong be denied ; 
And our ship shall sail safe with the 
smooth flowing tide ; 
There our Star-Spangled Banner for- 
ever shall wave 
O'er the Land of the Free and the 
Home of the Brave, 
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VII 

But for Justice and Peace ^ not the cannon^ 
the druniy 
Not the buglers wild blast that enraptures 
with glory y 
Shall so fill the great heart of the ages to 
come 
As the sweet pipe of Peace with her 
genius and story. 
The conquests of Thought^ they shall ever 

be wrought. 
The temples of learning and truth shall be 
sought; 
And the Star- Spangled Banner forever 
shall wave 
O'er the Land of the Free and the Home of 
the Brave, 

VIII 

It were sweet for our country in peril 

to die, 

Such greatness, such hopes for the 

future upon her; 

It is ours her bright standards to raise 

to the sky. 

And there to maintain them in glory 

and honor. 
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*T is high Heaven's command that for 

Freedom we stand ; 
And we '11 pledge it to all with our heart 
and our hand : 
Oh, the Star-Spangled Banner forever 

shall wave 
O'er the Land of the Free and the 
Home of the Brave. 

IX 

Now let eloquence, poetry, music, and 
song 
Join the people's grand paeans of mil- 
lions of voices : — 
Sweet children, kind women, and men 
that are strong, 
While Nature accords and all Heaven 
rejoices. 
'T is an anthem of Love — aye, the Spirit, 

— the Dove, — 
While the patriot martyrs look down 
from above, 
Our Star-Spangled Banner foreyer shall 

wave 
O'er the Zand of the Free and the 
Home of the Brave, 
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WHOSE SOULS GO MARCHING 

ON 



tirf\rr%s nnj-k'nrvT*' 



QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS. AIR — "JOHN BROWN 

I 

Who shall be named as the Servants of 

the Lord? 
Who shall be honored as the Angels of 

His Word? 
Who the faithful workers that shall reap 

the great reward? 
Whose souls go marching on? 

Chorus : Glory, glory, hallelujah, etc. 

II 

They that have watched for the rays of 

dawning light; 
They that are rising from the shadows 

of the night; 
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They that seek the hill-tops that ascend 

from height to height. 
Their souls go marching on. 

Ill 

They that give strength to the weak, 
the poor, the slave ; 

They that sustain the right, in spirit pure 
and brave ; 

They that send a glory through the dark- 
ness o'er the grave. 

Their souls go marching on. 

IV 

They that look up for the crown of end- 
less years ; 

They that bring faith and hope to dry 
the mourner's tears ; 

They that heed the Light Divine that 
shineth from the spheres. 

Their souls go marching on. 

V 

They that are seers, for the virtues they 

have taught; 
They that are thinkers, for their glowing 

mines of thought ; 
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They, the patient toilers, for the treas- 
ures they have wrought. 
Their souls go marching on. 

VI 

They that are fallen; for the chain of 

Heavenly Love 
Draws them forever toward the happier 

realms above; 
Struggling from the depths below, they 

upward, onward move. 
Their souls go marching on. 

VII 

We, as we stand for the truth, in armor 

bright. 
Seeking the conquest over error with 

our might, 
Looking for the glories that shall stream 

upon our sight, 
Our souls go marching on. 
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VIII 

When the last rays of our day of life shall 

fall; 
When the dark night of death shall come 

with bier and pall ; 
When the voice of Heaven and His angel 

hosts shall call, 
Our souls shall march along. 
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CHICAGO AND THE 
GREAT FIRE 



CHICAGO AND THE GREAT 

FIRE 

Prepared for and published in the Chicago 
Tribune, on the Tenth Anniversary, October 9, 
x88i. 



Fair by the blue Lake Michigan 

the Garden City rose, 
Her genius conquering every force, 

whatever might oppose, 
She raised the marshes from their depths, 

she ports and harbors made. 
Where Commerce might retire her wealth, 

and found her marts of trade ; 
She built fine mansions for the rich, 

low hamlets for the poor; 
She water, pure as crystal, brought, 

and bread to every door ; 
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She reared the forum, school-house, 
church, 

all beautiful and grand, 
And stretched her iron arms and nerves 

to every distant land. 

II 

This in a score of years or so; 

and now another score 
She marches on to nobler deeds, 

in wealth, in art, in lore — 
The equal of the first in war 

when War assumes the reign — 
The equal of the first in peace 

when Peace returns again. 
On many a far-off ocean wave 

her canvas is unfurled ; 
Her granaries, as her charities, 

attend the suffering world ; 
Her heart is full of happiness — 

her bosom swells with pride, 
And thinks that these, and more than 
these, 

forever shall abide. 
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Ill 

•'T is evening, and, while now are heard 

sweet anthems from the choir. 
The fire-bell peals from its high tower 

its signal strokes of fire! 
The flames shoot up and stream afar, 

now brighter, farther, higher! 
The bell shrieks out its last alarm, 

midst screams of Fire, Fire! Fire ! ! 
The breeze assumes the whirlwind's 
rage — 

the furnace-blasts of Hell, 
Whose seething heat and lurid wrath, 

oh, who hath power to tell? 
The palace, cottage, tower, and mast, 

the fane and climbing spire. 
So firm, yet rare in grace, go down 

in one red sea of fire ! 

IV 

What terror and distress attend 

the elements in strife? 
While some essay their goods and gold, 

they must away for life ! 
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The old, the infant, the infirm, 

await the helper's care ; 
But here is fear, distraction wild, 

and rage, or blank despair! 
The thronging crowds press on before 

the surging, flaming wave ; 
In vain they cry to Heaven, to Man, 

'*0h for some power to save!" 
All night, all day, the tide pursues; 

when night descends again, 
A hundred thousand seek their rest 

upon the houseless plain. 



As darkness reigns, how strange the 
light— 

the piles yet all aglow ! 
What thoughts, what fancies, fill the 
soul, 

none but the seer can know. 
The watches pass, the morning dawns; 

far as the eye can reach 
Ruins most drear, yet most sublime: 

there is no power of speech! 
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But first humanity — the fate 

of those whose all is burned; 
Who dead? who perishing? who lost? 

how succored? how returned? 
What agony of doubt is felt 

as this dread scene we scan ! 
The Fatherhood of God is — where? 

the Brotherhood of Man? 



VI 



But thanks to Heaven, ere the first noon 

the perils of this day 
Are, by the swift-voiced lightning, told 

to peoples far away: — 
They grasp what most our needs require 

and gather load by load, 
Which, ere the evening shadows fall, 

are thundering on the road. 
The succor comes ; and still will come, 

for they, in foreign lands, 
The poor, as rich, contend how they 

shall help our failing hands. 
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Despair looks up ; our faith in God 
and man are hence renewed; 

The prostrate rises once again 
with boundless gratitude. 

VII 

The palsied heart and hand revived ; 

yet comes the sad refrain, 
''Can all this wealth and grandeur lost 

be e'er replaced again?" 
When high resolves and energies 

essay, the grand emprise, 
Anew, more rich in grace and strength, 

shall greet the smiling skies. 
Labor and Capital join hands : — 

in the still rising smoke. 
Midst tangled wrecks, through heat and 
cold, 

we hear their sturdy stroke ; — 
Art leads the way in cunning thought 

forecast in varied lines ; 
Then hundred-handed Industry 

works out her vast design. 
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VIII 

Anon the wrecks are hurled away — 

a work for Hercules — 
As mists of night are driven amain 

before the morning breeze. 
The massive stones are laid below, 

the walls arise above, 
In strength that neither flame nor storm, 

nor time itself shall move. 
Nor Use alone, but Beauty comes, 

and with deft hand adorns ; 
See parks and boulevards and groves, 

see lakelets, flowers, and lawns. 
The Garden City, twice herself, 

sits as a Queen again — 
Not by Amphion with his lyre, 

but Man, stout-hearted Man. 

IX 

Let Memory awaken now; 

't is half a score of years 
Since the fierce furies of that night 

which drowned her eyes in tears. 
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Our gfratef ul hearts and hands shall build 

the fairest fane of all, 
And bring our dearest, choicest gifts 

to crown ''Memorial Hall." 
'T is Learning's temple, whose clear light 

shall stream o'er land and sea, 
Telling a People's gratitude, 

a whole World's charity — 
Whose ever-burning altar-flames 

shall warm the aspiring heart, 
That Knowledge, Culture, Love, and 
Truth 

their graces may impart. 



Shine on Fair City of the Lakes, 

Gem of the Mighty West, 
And may Heaven's virtues, wrought in 
life, 

make thee supremely blest! 
Let Justice reign in all our courts, 

equal to rich and poor! 
Let Labor reap his just reward! 

let Plenty yield her store ! 
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Let Wisdom fill thy Council-Board, 

nor crime nor fraud be known! 
Let thy broad Charities seek all, 

as theirs have sought thine own! 
So shalt thou honored be by men 

of every age and clime, 
And crown the rising centuries, 

defying Death and Time. 

XI 

America! America! 

the grandest nation thou. 
Though scarce a century of years 

is on thy youthful brow. 
One Sisterhood of States are we, 

if Fortune smiles or frowns; 
Our homes are one, if rich or poor, 

in cities, hamlets, towns. 
The trembling nerves of sympathy 

extend from deep to deep ; 
We will rejoice with those that can — 

must weep with those that weep. 
A Nation's love shall melt to one 

each kindred race and tongue ; 
The founts of life kept pure and sweet, 

we shall be ever young. 
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XII 

Columbia! Columbia! 

thy children mourn the fate 
Of him* whom late they raised to power — 

the Chieftain of the State. 
Endowed with Nature's rarest gifts, 

in culture most refined, 
A Soldier brave, a Statesman wise, 

a Ruler just and kind, 
He falls amidst our sorest needs, 

and gains a Martyr's crown ; 
His sufferings point mankind to Heaven — 

they call the Angels down ; 
And while our loss and grief compel 

the sympathy divine. 
His virtues in our memory, 

as stars, shall ever shine* 

XIII 

Humanity! Humanity! — 

a grander, nobler name 
Than any people for itself, 

for wealth, or power, can claim. 

^Allusion to General Garfield, the second martyr-president, 
who had lately expired, shot by a erased assassin. 
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It overleaps Man's selfish lines, 

and goes where'er the Sun 
Disports the Earth with equal rays, 

tho' good or evil done. 
All men are greater than a part ; 

and that munificence 
That reaches each in its embrace 

is God's Omnipotence. 
Oh, may the flag of Truth and Right 

and Love be kept unfurled, 
And bring to sweet accord each Home, 

each Nation, and the World ! 
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ADDITIONAL LINES WRITTEN FOR THE 
QUARTER CENTENNIAL OF THE 

FIRE. 



A score and quarter score of years 

have passed her dial plate. 
And she has risen above her peers 

magnificently great. 
Her treasures all have multiplied 

some six or seven fold, 
Her mottoes, justice, truth, and right, 

in wealth, the standard gold. 
Behold her zeal for larger fields, 

her magic words **/wi7/,'* 
And how the elements conspire 

each form of use to fill. 
A zeal to do and power to do 

have made supremely blest, 
And this her fame, as is her name, 

''Queen City of the IVest/" 
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II 

And in these years, these few short years, 

so grandly has she grown, 
She called the nations all to meet 

in Council Halls her own. 
The fair ''White City" rose to view,— 

they came, they saw, in love. 
For every feature seemed divine, 

transmitted from above; 
Such beauty, graces, art, and strength 

the angels might adore ; 
Such peoples from the farther lands 

no one had seen before ; 
All taught, all learned, and joined in 
thought, — 

more sure of Heaven's high plan; 
More sure, **The Fatherhood of God, — 

the Brotherhood of Man." 

Ill 

Chicago, let not wisdom fail, 

keep on the swelling tide ; 

Avoid the calm, avoid the gale, 
let history be thy guide. 
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Great empires even have fallen away 

while some were not on guard ; 
'T was when corruption reached the 
courts 

and labor failed reward. 
Remember honor, faith, and truth — 

remember still the poor — 
And thou shalt be a name to praise 

while life and time endure ; 
Hold high thy light, keep thy resolve, 

float every flag unfurled. 
And thou shalt be, as thou mayst be. 
Queen City of the World. 
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PERSONAL 




MY FIFTIETH BIRTHDAY 



To-night, my dear wife, I fain would re- 
hearse, 

In my simple and quite unpretending 
verse, 
(As I seek not the grand, but the 
true, to display,) 

How old Father Time, on his dusky 
wings, 

Approached me, and uttered most ciiri- 
ous things. 
On this fiftieth round of my natal 
day. 

II 

Said he, with an impudent voice, and 

bold, 
••You are fifty years old, sir, fifty years 

old; 
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Fifty years of your life have sped 
them away; 
Your brow is wrinkled, your eye is dim, 
Your breath is short, you are weak of 
limb, 
And your locks are getting quite 
thin and gray. 

Ill 

"How many more of my years do you 
crave? 

And how many more do you think you 
can have. 
The while you may draw your now 
quivering breath? 

Beware! or I '11 give you a sense of my 
power; 

In a single day, or perhaps in an hour, 
I will send you my fearful messen- 
ger. Death." 

IV 

Then he roguishly laughed, and ogled 
his eyes, 

As if he had caused me a dreadful sur- 
prise ; 
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But, failing, he frowned as a flash- 
ing storm ; 
And before my vision there seemed to 

pass 
A spindle, an urn, a scythe, an hour- 
glass. 
The Fates with their shears, and a 
skeleton form. 



Then said I: ** Father Time! pray how 

can this be. 
That thus you should think to intimidate 

me. 
And to startle my thoughts from 

their sweet repose. 
When my faith you behold, and hence 

could discern 
How I, with contempt and with scorn, 

would spurn 
Your threats and your frowns and 

your stage-play shows? 
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VI 

**0h, what do I care for the fifty years 

gone? 
Are there not fifty more still coming on, 
And fifties of fifties yet to abound? 
That circle, where is it, that emblem of 

yours, 
That shows how the march of the years 

endures 
Forever, in swift, but unceasing 

round? 

VII 

**And pray, what is death but a dark- 
some road. 

That quickly shall bring to some better 
abode 
My burden of sorrows and cares laid 

by, 

Whence I can look back to the years 

that are passed. 
And say 'Good-by, I have triumphed at 
last, 
And I rest in my happier home on 
high?' 
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VIII 

*'I stand on a poise as I contemplate life; 

I should leave a true and devoted wife 

And children three, should I answer 

your call ; 
They will seek my love in their earthly 

home, 
They will want my care in their years to 

come, 
They will need my strength that they 

may not fall. 

IX 

*'But there are the three that have gone 

above ; — 
As well, no doubt, they would share my 

love; 
Perhaps they may need my equal 

care: 
Oh, happy that hour, and blest will 

it be. 
When those beautiful ones again I shall 

see; 
When the loved and the lost shall 

greet me there. 
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X 

^'Sorne friends that I love I should leave 

behind ; 
But many more there as true I would 

find, — 
Parents, and brothers, and sisters 

dear; 
And many a one whose kindred I 

claim, 
Some stars of humanity, learning, and 

fame, — 
Soul, hearts, and heads, bright, warm 

and clear. 

XI 

''And that spirit realm — 't is not far 
away; 

No doubt, as I would, I could earthward 
stray, 
And, perhaps, some heavenly charm 
I could bring, 

To sanctify pleasure, to mitigate sorrow. 

To strengthen the hopes of a better to- 
morrow. 
To buoy up the soul as a bird on the 
wing. 

122 



XII 



i« 



As I think, when the spirit's strong 
wings are unfurled, 
I shall range, as I will, from world unto 
world. 
In the path that leads upward and 
onward for ever, 
Pray speak not of Death as a 'terrible 

king, ' 
Nor the shears of the Fates as a 'fearful 
thing,' 
Nor the ends of earth as a 'dark 
cold river. * 

XIII 

"As the river but brings to a brighter 

shore. 
And the shears cut the thread that I '11 

need no more, 
And Death takes a weight that is 

ready to fall, 
All bringing a better and never a worse, 
I *11 give them my blessings but never a 

curse 
When my mission is done, and I 

hear your call. 
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XIV 

**As life, at the best, is burdened with 
tears, 

And Time, thou, an endless circle of 
years. 
The better before and the worse be- 
hind, 

You may drive on your car as it suits 
you best. 

Either rapid or slow, for I 'm happy and 
blest. 
In a soul ever young, to no limit 
confined." 

XV 

Now when I had spoken, Time hovered 

more near, 
A presence most gracious, and said in 
mine ear — 
As he placed his hand gently upon 
my brow — 
''The terrors of Death are the childish 
fears 
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Of those who divine not the march of 
the years 
I '11 call for you some time, but shall 
not just now. 

XVI 

'^And, till then, to thyself and all others 

be true ; 
Keep the heavenly heights forever in 

view; 
Thy strength for the truth's final 

victory rally; 
Thy heart and thy hand to humanity 

lend, 
And Life, and not Death, shall come, 

as a friend. 
And bear thee in triumph across the 

dark valley." 

XVII 

Time passed, and with manner so gentle 

and blithe. 
That I saw not his glass, his urn, nor his 

scythe, 
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And I felt more than ever a sense of 
repose ; 
For if each remove brings us nearer our 

home, 
Oh, why should we start at the changes 
to come 
Or shrink that our pilgrimage draws 
to its close? 

XVIII 

And now, thou companion of home and 
of heart, 

Thou hast borne the more dear, the more 
sacred part, 
Most bravely as mother, most truly 
as wife, — 

As one we will travel our life-journey 
through. 

With patience to bear, and with courage 
to do, 
And together descend to the night- 
time of life. 
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XIX 

Fierce storms and their lightnings have 
gloomed our path ; 

At times we have suffered Heaven's 
seeming wrath, 
And often have sat in the shadows 
of sadness 

Yet ever we *ve shared a fair measure of 
bliss, 

For the life that shall be, even now sweet- 
ens this, 
And the bitterest sorrows are sa- 
vored with gladness. 

XX 

Whatever the gifts, there are thanks to 
the Giver; 

But chiefest of all, that His hand shall 
deliver 
The soul from the chains that con- 
fine it down, 

That onward it pass to that ''beautiful 
shore, ' ' 
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To its loves and its hopes ; to that life 
evermore, 
Whose types are the harp, the robe, 
and the crown. 

XXI 

TAe night time of lift! let it come as it 

must; 
Let the body return to its primitive dust, 
And let no regrets our freed spirits 

enthrall : 
A few parting words will be spoken in 

tears. 
And we shall pass on, in the march of the 

years^ 
Through Life and through Time, to 

the Father of All. 
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APOSTROPHE TO HOMER 

Written on fly-leaf of a copy of the Odyssey 
presented to my daughter, May 30, 1886. 

**Thou blind old bard of Samos' rocky 

isle!" 

How now, across the great abyss of 

time, 

We gaze on thee with wonder and beguile 

Our duller senses with thy thoughts 

sublime, 
That reach to every people, race, and 
clime ! — 
A mountain seeming far, yet ever near ; — 
Thy words for war, for virtue, peace, 
or crime. 
Are ours and with each passing year 
Thy gods, thy heroes, as thyself, be- 
come more near. 
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Again, also, on May 30, 1885, on the fly-leaf 
of a copy of the Iliad which was then pre- 
sented, after I had read the poem of ** Abra- 
ham Lincoln and His Men,'* heretofore given. 

'T was thus our Homer sung so long ago, 

And yet the echoes have not died 

away; 

So, too, in notes of joy and tones of 

woe, 

(A nobler theme, but in a humbler 

way) 
How Freedom sought and gained Im- 
perial sway; 
How many of her sons as martyrs fell, — 
Of these I sang on this "'Memorial 
Day." 
Would that some Homer now, with magic 

spell, 
Their deeds, their worth, in his immojrtal 
verse, would tell. 
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MY VERY BEST 



The very best thought that ever I 
thought 
Was the thought that I was I ; 
That I sprung into life as it seemed 
from nought 
And am destined to the sky ; 
That ever and on I would live and grow 

In learning, in wisdom and love ; 
That joy might be mine in this world be- 
low 
And glory and peace above. 

II 

The very best work that ever I worked 
Was the work that I worked for man ; 

It is mutual help alone than can raise, — 
It is Heaven's and Nature's plan. 
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Give health to the sick, give eyes to the 

blind, 

Give aid to the weak and the poor, 

And they shall bless us as we have 

blessed them 

While the ages of time shall endure. 

Ill 

The very best prayer that ever I prayed 

Was the prayer for the holiest life ; 
To be full of trust and of peace and of 
truth ; 

To be free from wrong and from strife ; 
For God shall bestow his choicest of gifts 

On them that are pure in heart 
And the angels in white their virtues 
shall lend 

And all their blessings impart. 

IV 

The very best love that ever I loved 
Was the love that I loved in thee ; 

Thy radiant smiles and thy sparkling eyes 
And thy words of sweet balm to me ; 
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But best of all these was thy heart of love 
That opened a welcome door 
With words of cheer and a helping 
hand 
To the aged, the sick, and the poor. 



The very best dream that I ever dreamed 

Was the dream that I dreamed of thee ; 

How thy childhood strength would grow 

with thy years, — 
Such pride and such joy to me: 
Oh, 't was but a dream, for the vision 
sped, 
And waking I saw it no more ; 
Yet still I dream on that light is not 
dead. 
But will shine on some happier shore. 

VI 

The very best hope that I ever hoped 
Was the hope that I hoped in thee ; 

So frail at the first, yet it budded and 
bloomed 
And became as a fruit-bearing tree. 
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Still hope shall not cease in that beauty 
and song, 
Nor the infinite strain the ideal ; 
The wings of the soul shall in freedom 
grow strong 
And Fancy give laws to the Real. 

VII 

Oh, thought, work, and prayer, and oh, 
love, dream, and hope, 
How complex this web of our being! 
We are born of the dust, and yet prompt- 
ed to rise 
By a Power, the All-doing, All-seeing. 
Are we not as gods that aspire to the 
heights 
Of infinite labor and rest? 
Then strive in each thought, in each 
prayer, in each act 
For the best, oh, the best, very best 
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A SILVER WEDDING 
1852-1877 

I 

A Silver Wedding! what a theme 
For sage's thought, or poet's dream! — 
The scope of five-and-twenty-years, 
Their joys, their woes, their smiles, 
their tears. 

II 

Such Sacred Feast is ours at last; 
These years, though slow, have quickly 

passed ; 
They, like a varied landscape, show 
To heights above from depths below. 

Ill 

Yon mountain, with its towering height, 
Fond memory gilds with rosy light ; 
Yet, near, and now obscure to view, 
Some valley yields its sombre hue. 
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IV 

There some bright streamlet leaps to 

light, 
But now again 'tis lost to sight; 
Some lakelet there reflects the skies; 
There fields and meadows greet the eyes ; 



There barren wastes stretch far away; 
There forests that exclude the day; 
And all along that fearful glade, 
The dismal cypress casts its shade. 

VI 

A palace there, how full of woe ! 
A cottage there, a Heaven below ; 
A garden there, where fruits abound ; 
A graveyard there, with willows crowned. 

VII 

Such as this picture, such is life; 
There's joy, there's woe, there's peace, 
there's strife ; 
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Health, sickness, failure, wealth, success, 
And never perfect happiness. 

VIII 

There, at the shining eastern gate, 
We entered, joined in heart and fate ; 
Our zenith's past; the west unrolls 
Its starry welcome to our souls. 

IX 

Those pledges dear, — one, two, three, 

four, — 
Not lost to us, but gone before ; — 
They 've hovered o'er our pathway here; 
They '11 meet us at the gateway there. 



The Land of Souls ! its shore we see ; 
'T is there, full soon, "Our Home" shall 

be; 
Our "Golden Wedding" there shall 

bless, 
And crown with perfect happiness. 
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XI 

Here be our lot what Heaven decrees ; 
We *re now beneath the cypress trees ; — 
Though fortune still shall smile no more, 
Our faith shall trust the ** Golden 
Shore." 

XII 

Love for all good in thought or deed ; 
Help to all those who are in need ; 
Joy in great truths that we 've believed ; 
Thanks for all blessings we 've received. 
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OUR DAUGHTER BELLE 



Our dearest daughter, our beautiful 
Belle! 

How bitter, how sweet, the emotions 
that swell 

In our troubled hearts, as we think of 
thee now, 

A cloud and a rainbow over the brow ; 

No thought can conceive and no lan- 
guage can tell 

What we feel, and have felt, for our 
beautiful Belle. 

II 

Oh, sweet were those years ; and thanks 

to kind heaven 
For the three short years that its bounty 

was given ; 
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Thy presence, thy love, and the cares 
that will come 

With the angel that enters the love- 
lighted home; 

Thy first struggling words, thy laughter, 
thy tears, 

And the hopes that would bloom for thy 
on-coming years. 

Ill 

Oh, bitter that day, most bitter that night. 

When the rose of thy cheek faded fast 
from our sight; 

When the darkening eye and the heavy- 
drawn breath 

Forewarned us how near was the Angel 
of Death, 

And when one hour more and dark silence 
was there. 

And the tears of woe and the throbs of 
despair. 

IV 

Remembrance ! Oh, dreary the slow roll- 
ing years. 

As they came and passed by, with their 
burden of tears ! 
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How often thy image constrains us to 

start ; 
Thy place was still vacant, but not in 

the heart. 
To try to forget thee and thine was in 

vain, 

And yet to remember was freighted with 

pain. 

V 

Yet sweet is the hope that you still live 

and love; 
That some time we *11 meet you, and 

some where above, 
Where no partings shall come, and where 

the bright hours 
Shall joyfully linger in sunshine and 

flowers ; 
Where other dear children, sweet angels 

as well. 

Our Eden shall grace with our beautiful 

Belle. 

VI 

Oh, joyful 'twould be if but now you 

could come 
Again to our sorrowing, doubt-burdened 

home; 
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Some message could give, in some man- 
ner could tell 

If in truth you still live and in happi- 
ness dwell; 

Some garlands could bring to sister and 
brother, 

And gladden the hearts of father and 
mother. 

VII 

Oh, better endured then this merciless 

strife ; 
Less thorny the steps in the pathway 

of life ; 
The earth and the heavens, then, as one 

would appear. 
And the hope that 's afar would be verity 

here. 
Such love-labor done — oh, who that can 

tell 
How dearer than ever our beautiful 

Belle! 
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THOSE EYES OF BLUE, THOSE 
LOCKS OF GOLD 



Shall I not see my boy again? 

Never again his form behold? 
Ohy must I always seek in vain 

Those eyes of blue, those locks of 
gold? 
I listen for his playful glee ; 

I gaze upon his little chair; 
I feel for him upon my knee — 

He is not there ! he is not there ! 
Stilly while my heart is racked with pain, 

By Hope and Faith and Love I'm told 
That I shall see my boy again, — 

Those eyes of blue, those locks of 
gold. 
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II 

Yet Hope, 't is but the painted bow 

Upon the clouds that with them dies ; 
Frail word to him who seeks to know 

Of other worlds beyond the skies: 
And Faith, how narrow is its range 

Against what earth and time attest ; 
Life seems a day of ceaseless change, 

And death a night of ceaseless rest : 
And Love, though strong in hearts, how 
weak 

To save from Fate, so stern and cold. 
The glories of the ruddy cheek. 

Sweet eyes of blue, bright locks of 
gold ! 

Ill 

Once as the night came down in gloom, 

And filled my soul with visions wild. 
Some presence stole into my room — 

An angel with my darling child : 
My mother gliding from above. 

That years agone was laid to rest ; 
She smiled and spoke in words of love — 

I clasped them to my sobbing breast. 
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I cannot think that I but dreamed, 
That fancies vain my sense controlled, 

So real and true the vision seemed, 
Those eyes of blue, those locks of gold. 

IV 

'T was thus, 'twixt doubting hope and 
fear, 

I peered into the dark abyss ; — 
** Shall naught assuage the falling tear; 

May I not know of life and bliss?" 
The prayer is answered from above ; 

The angels throng the bending skies ; 
They touch our stricken hearts in love ; 

Their presence fills our longing eyes : 
Oh, now I know 'tis not in vain, 

These bitter pangs, these griefs untold, 
For I shall see my boy again. 

Those eyes of blue, those locks of 
gold. 
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THE GOLDEN WEDDING 

Written for Mr. and Mrs. , and 

dedicated to them on their fiftieth anniversary. 

I 

An honored hasband, loving wife! 

What happier to behold 
Than fifty years of weddedlife ? — 

Their emblem must be gold. 

II 

Again the plight of love is given : 

All hail the wedded pair ! 
Such shall attract the light of Heaven 

And gain His highest care. 

Ill 

The frost of Age is on the brow, — 
The heart has not grown old ; 

Let Music swell its paeans now ; 
Unite the bands of gold. 
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IV 

May Time, that thus hath smiled on you. 

Be gracious to the last ; 
May each sad trial find you true, 

As in the sturdy past. 



As we have been, so shall we be, 

(The few that still remain) 
Friend, helpers all, in Charity, 

Again — and yet again, 

VI 

And as we draw the final breath 
And earth-s last scene is o'er. 

Bravely we '11 cross the stream of death 
And climb The Golden Shore, 

VII 

These fifty years their surges roll 

Along the shores of Time, 
And man, with quickened force of Soul 

Hath wrought a work sublime. 
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VIII 

The secret powers of earth and fire 
Are harnessed to his car; 

The lightnings wait on his desires 
And bear his thoughts afar. 

IX 

Law, learning, liberty reveal 
True Nature's generous plan; 

Nor priest, nor tyrant can conceal 
The equal rights of man. 



The graces all : Sweet Temperance, 

Broad Mutual Helpfulness, 
Love, Justice, Friendship, Truth, ad- 
vance 

Man, woman, child, to bless. 

XI 

Our Nation first of all, shall bear 
Her Freedom's flag unfurled. 

And be to peoples everywhere 
The pattern of the world. 
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A VALENTINE 

I love the bright young maiden yet, 
Despite my scores of years; 

In every circle she *s the pet, 
The queen of smiles or tears. 

And chief of all the lovely train. 

Is she who waits on age. 
Who will, not frivolous, nor vain. 

His passing thoughts engage. 

And here my hand and eye shall prove 

Thou marchest in the van, 
And showest thus the noblest love. 

The purest gem to man. 

Let thy admirer be unknown ; 

I must be naught to thee ; 
But thou shalt ever be my own — 

A part of life to me. 
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TO AMHERST, MEA ALMA 

MATER 

Written for her Semi-Centennial 

I 

Sweet Amherst, throned upon thy lovely 
hills, 
Smiling upon the streams and vales 
below, 
How now a bright and blest remem- 
brance fills 
My heart with joy, none but a son can 

know. 
And fans its fires to their more youth- 
ful glow 
As I look back and view thy Attic groves. 

Thy Temple, thy Pieria, and thy Po, 
Thy Mount Olympus and its thundering 

Joves, 
Thy sons, their toils, their hopes, their 
conflicts, and their loves. 
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II 

'T was long ago, and the swift course of 
years 
Hath swept thy loving children far and 
wide ; — 
How all have shared life's burdens and 
its tears; 
How few oeen borne on Fortune's 

swelling tide ; 
How many, in the flush of youth have 
died — 
Nay, say it rather, mounted to the skies, 

In glory leading us who here abide, 
Seeking in battle for unhonored scars 
With Mercury, or Apollo, Neptune, 
Fame, or Mars. 



Ill 



Since then, how strange and grand the 

works of Time ! 
How broad and full the surges of the 

world ! 
Science and Truth, their conquests how 

sublime ! 
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Nations and powers have from their 

heights been hurled ; 
Our country's flag of war has been 
unfurled ; 
The master's rod has fallen beneath the 
slave ; 
The wreaths of victory and peace are 
curled 
Around our brows. Oh, who among the 

brave 
Of thine have gained the stars or hum- 
ble soldier's grave? 

IV 

It matters not. Thy lesson for success 
Was, first of all, to love and bless 
mankind ; 
That each in seeking other's happiness. 
Blessing for cursing, e 'er his own 

would find 
A conscious strength of soul to heaven 
resigned. 
I read this lesson clearer than of yore — 
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How death but bids us leave the gross 
behind ; 

How Justice, blent with Mercy, ever- 
more 

Gives retribution here and on the golden 
shore. 



I bid thee. Alma Mater, gird with 
strength ; 
Fill up the measure of thy well- 
wrought plan ; 
May all thy fondest hopes be gained at 
length ; 
E'en now thy children place thee in 

the van 
Of all who truly educate the man. 
Send forth thy sons of intellectual might. 
Work humbly still, as when thy years 
began ; 
Be firm and true while conscious of the 

right. 
And thou shalt be a star, forever clear 
and bright. 
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HON. SIDNEY BREESE 

OF ILUNOIS 

Tribute to his memory, prepared for and 
read at a memorial meeting of the Chicago 
Bar soon after his decease. He had held the 
various oflSces referred to. Published at the 
tim<; in The Chicago Legal News and other law 
journals East and West. 



First, Nature gave to him a dowry 
grand — 

Health, strength, and grace of body, 
mind, and soul; 
Then Culture came, and, with most cun- 
ning hand, 

Polished and wrought to one harmoni- 
ous whole. 

Mounted, he kept Life's course from 
goal to goal : — 
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A Counselor, replete with legal lore ; 
A Soldier, taking rank on Honor's 

roll; 
A Statesman, searching all his country 

o'er, — 
That Freedom, Wealth, and Peace obtain 

from shore to shore ; 

II 

A Scholar, garnering fruit from every 
field; 
A Patron, seeking modest worth to 
praise ; 
A Justice, holding balance, sword, and 
shield. 
All wrongs to heal, the prostrate poor 

to raise, 
'Bating or giving, as the Right dis- 
plays. 
Thus filling full Heaven's generous span 
of years, 
'T is ours to crown with honorable 
bays, 
'T is ours to mingle our memorial tears. 
As he ascends from earth to nobler, hap- 
pier spheres. 
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APPENDIX 



DEATH OF BYRON 

A Class Poem read on the forty-ninth anni- 
versary of the poet's birthday, January 22, 
1837. 

A dream; for oft the soul, with spring 
and bound 

Elastic, leaps forth from its clayey con- 
fines 

(What time sleep binds it with a silken 
cord), 

Flies o*er the earth to search its honeyed 
sweetness. 

From fleshly trammels free, sumptuous 
to feast. 

To conjure up bright fancies, airy vis- 
ions — 

Visions fantastical, yet oft how true. 
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'T was mom. The sun in glory rode the 

skies ; 
Beauty walked forth in gladness and in 

song; 
Britannia, that proud, mystic land, 
And Neptune green in glorious grandeur 

lay, 
Outstretched before me, and the prince 

of cities. 
With thousand spires, her massive walls 

and towers, 
And Thames's stream pouring his 

mighty flood. 

Methought I saw upon the landscape rise 
Some lofty Mount of Fame, whose giddy 

top 
Pierced high into the sunny atmos- 
phere, — 
Above where boiling Passion's angry 

storms 
Tumultuous roll; above where Envy's 

rage- 
That dread simoom — surcharged with 
death can breathe 
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Its pestilence; above where Slander's 

voice 
Mutters its angry thunders, and where 

Scorn's 
Forked flames can burn, or Jealousy's 

mildew blight. 
Beneath the middle height thick forests 

hedged ; 
Dark, dreary caves beset the aspirant's 

path, 
And massive rocks impending far above ; 
But fairy fields, decked by eternal Spring 
And ever-blooming gardens, fraught with 

all 
That Nature gives to man, or Heaven 

bestowed, 
Or Soul can wish, adorned its lofty sum- 
mit. 

There walked Imagination boldly forth 
In quest of every honeyed flower, to 

taste 
Its garnered sweetness; but below 

stepped feebly. 
And snail-like put its tender feelers forth, 
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Fearful lest it might cull some poisonous 

flower, 
Lest it might step on rough, untrodden 

ground, 
Beyond some awful precipice's verge, 
And fall to censure and oblivion deep. 

High o'er the rest exalted sat a bard 
With golden hair, at whose inspiring 

sound 
Thousands in reverence bowed, who, 

'round the Mount 
And near, stood gazing (for they strove 

to gain 
That towering summit where Fame sat 

enthroned. 
To worship, though unworthy, at her 

feet)— 
In servile adoration bowed, and sought 
To imitate the great immutable. 
To catch the spirit that inspired his soul. 
But vainly strove ; — ^as when the eagle 
Mounts the rising blast beyond the 

farthest ken 
Of human vision, cleaving clouds and 

skies, 
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The humble wren, fired by the noble 
sight, 

Attempts alike to soar through airy re- 
gions, 

Forgetful of this earth, intent on 
heaven ; 

But as he cries — ** Behold us, how we 
soar!" 

By dizzy height, by crazed and twisting 
brain. 

Falls fluttering, and dies along the way, 

Forgotten relic of proud nothingness. 

Some toiled with sweat and poverty to 
gain 

The meed of praise to greatness given ; 
some strove 

To sing their model's praise, and in that 
praise 

Thought they should gain an immortal- 
ity, 

Therewith content. As when Napoleon 

played 

The game of death, and raised his crim- 
son sword 

O'er marshaled myriads on cold Russia's 
plains, 
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They deemed it was the height of glory 

thus 
For him to die, the while he, secret 

turned. 
Smiled scorningly upon the gasping 

thousands. 

He was their love, their praise, their 

guide, their idol ; 
He the great polestar was of Fancy's 

sky, 
To whom the true poetic needle pointed, 
By which the unskilled, fearful mariner 
Guided his bark o'er the impassioned 

billows 
And quicksand shoals of the poetic 

ocean. 
But far apart there stood a motley 

group 
Of curious scorners, and pointing with 

hot rage 
Their venomed fingers; chief among 

them stood 
A laureled poet who, himself, would be 
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The mightiest one for flattering fools to 

bow to 
Yet left to shame that none should do his 

will. 



**^ change came o*er the spirit of my 

dream, ' ' — 
'T was night. The polestar of the heav- 
ens strayed, 
And wandered through the dark expanse 

afar, 
With course undestined, and in scorn of 

all, 
The gaze and wonder of the astonished 

world. 
Methought I sped an eastern mid-air 

flight 
O'er lakes and streams, the Alps, the 

Apennines, 
And hovered o'er the fields of Italy — 
Florence, Ravenna, and great Rome 

itself; 
'T was here awhile it seemed that I must 

rest 
The noon of night. Or was it not a dream 
Within a dream, wherein uprose again? 
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The grandeur of the vision I had seen. 
The vision 's-self that followed me along. 
And not a thing of memory alone? 
Again I sped me on o'er foamy realms 
Till high Olympus rose upon my view, 
Most sacred remnant of a former world, 
With deities and godlike heroes blessed. 
The land of Greece now lay outspread 

before me, 
Uncertain in the misty beams of moon- 
light, 
Where once the brilliant sun of Science 

shone. 
Of Beauty, too, and Art, in rich efful- 
gence, 
And now but its reflected rays beamed on 

her. 
After a sleep of ages, gasping, dying, 
She roused from her deep lethargy at the 

dawn . 
Of her returning glory and deliverance ; 
From Slavery's bonds and Superstition's 

chains ; 
The genius of the old Republic, rising 

bold, 
Defied the cold embrace of Tyranny ; 
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There, brazen-fronted, iron-throated war 
Spread wide his pinions, fanning to a 

blaze 
The embryo sparks of Liberty that 

burned 
In sons whose fathers the earth's centre 

shook 
With mighty phalanx joined, who 

numbed the arm 
Of Tyranny with eloquence of thunder ; 
In poetry, made gods on mountains 

dwell ; 
Made sacred groves, fountains, and 

rivulets 
By beauteous nymphs and present deities 
Waked up all living nature unto song; 
Gave hearts to stones, to trees the ten- 
der passions ; 
The forest made as Eden's garden 

bloom, 
And all of Nature's rough exterior smile. 
And one there seemed, of more than 

martial spirit. 
Was marshaling his phalanx for the fight, 
To build the throne of Liberty on soil 
Sacred by blood of heroes and the graves 
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Of half the world's great masters — 

sacred, too, 
By half the blood on Freedom's altars 

poured, 
And wake a nation into life as when 
She swayed a universal liberty 
And worthy were her heroes. He who 

sat 
Adoring by the shrine of Poesy, 
Who deeply drank the Heliconian waters, 
The Muses courted in successful love. 
Drank inspiration, the world intoxicated. 
To Mars a courtier now, seeking for 

glory 
In the ephemeral greatness of a soldier. 

"-4 change came o'er the spirit of my 

dream " ; — 
Nature did agonize, the breeze wailed 

heavily, 
The stars did veil them in a pall of 

blackness. 
And clouds and darkness hung on Mis- 

solonghi. 
That spirit that erst had animated nature ; 
That roused Greece, languishing, did 

agonize ; 
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That eye that fired the intellectual world, 
In which that master-spirit throned it- 
self; 
That viewed Dame Nature with corrected 

gaze — 
Saw all the beauties, all sublimities; 
That saw the glance of swords, and 

brightened, — 
That eye was glazed and set; that 

voice 
That sweet in heavenly numbers sang. 
Led the rapt soul to ecstasy of joy. 
The song that Nature erst alone had 

sung 
In thunder, war, lightning, and ocean 

dashing; 
That sweetened Delian harmony — that 

voice — 
Now only uttered groans; and fiercely 

Death, 
That rode the storm on pinions black, 

descended, 
And cut the cord that bound the aspiring 

spirit. 
That star that erst was first of heaven's 

phalanx, 
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The guide of all; then, wayward, 

wandered far; 
That star, now, like the sickly meteor 

glared, 
Sent a flushed brightness o'er the blue 

expanse, 
Expiring, vanished, and thick darkness 

followed. 

**^ change came o'er the spirit of my 
dream, * ' — 

'Twas morn. The sun with darkness 
struggled long; 

The beams of Joy smiled not, and Sad- 
ness 

With Sorrow walked ; Nature in mourn- 
ing clad, — 

For he that culled her sweetest flowers 
had fled 

Beyond the distant stars to live — to 
sing— 

A sweeter life, a more exalted song. 
And while the breeze wailed heavily 
along, 

Methought a funeral train passed by 
with pall 
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And bier, and forms in mourning cos- 
tumes clothed, 

And in that mourning train there seemed 
to walk 

A more than common throng, such as are 
seen 

In dreams and poetry. 

Childe Harold passed 

With misanthropic gaze and frowning 
brow, 

With disappointment and satiety, 

Scowling on mankind and all human 
things. 

Seeking a friend in woe, yet finding 
none, 

Nor loving, nor beloved, by misery cher- 
ished. 

Conrad, the Corsair, too, with heedless 
step 

Passed, in whose recreant life alone there 
dwelt 

One human passion — strongest passion — 
Love. 

Iniquity burned deep his brand upon him ; 

Sin clasped his thousand iron fetters on 
him, — 
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Yet chainless Love, and Love alone, did 

burst them. 
And Alp, too, with his young Francisco 

passed, 
A turbaned infidel, for slaughter armed, 
That turned Death's engines on his own 

fair city. 
That raised the iron brow of War 

above 
Her battlements, and poured destruction 

on her. 
And Chillon's woe-marked prisoner was 

there, 
His brow not time-worn, but sorrow- 
stricken, 
Engloomed in melancholy, so the whole 

of earth 
To him was one vast prison-house, and he 
Despair embraced. 

Manfred, that called on Death, 
His only friend, and Self-oblivion 
His sole deliverer. 

Don Juan, too. 
The beau-ideal truant of the world, 
Who trod the flowery paths of vicious 

pleasure, 

173 



Pierced with its poisonous thorns anon, 

moved there, 
Despised, and soon to taste Oblivion's 

death. 
Sardanapalus, too, the woman-king, 
Vile Passion's meanest slave to fortune 

born. 
The Doge of Venice, like the ambi- 
tious fool 
Of earth that stood in reputation's front, 
And front of power, and armed the 

shafts of death 
To subject thousands to attain new 

glory. 
The Maid of Athens slow and sadly 

followed. 
One of the desperate few that dare to 

rob 
The citadel of life, and ravish heart's 

affections. 
Inflict a wound themselves alone can 

heal, 
Then, cruel, trifle with the afflicted 

sufferers, 
And too — forbid the thought — there 

seemed to be 
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In that sad throng earth's earliest, first- 
born son, 

A brother's murderer blazoned on his 
forehead, 

And more, but less distinguished than 
the rest. 

The silent train passed on, in number 
myriads. 

For nations and the world were mourners 
there. 



A light broke in upon the scene. Above 
Appeared the Nine, in sable garments 

robed — 
The Sacred Nine, that fired old Homer's 

soul 
With purest flame; that o'er the world 

of thought 
Presiding e'er, have sought from time to 

time 
The genuine spirit, inspiration-breathed. 
And warmed the imagination's glowing 

powers 
To sing the praise of Nature, Man, and 

God. 
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The train passed on — ^the vision fled ; 
Alas, Britannia's bard was dead ! 
Th' immortal Byron was no more, 
His soul had sought the distant shore ; 
The idol of the world was gone ; 
The World and Nature left to mourn ! 
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THE BATTLE OF TRENTON 

The calm, yellow days of autumn had 

passed, 
The fruit laden fields beguiled not 

again, 
But winter, with chains, or with furious 

blast. 
Or rested, or poured o'er the desolate 

plain, 
As Liberty saw, in the Western world. 
In sorrow, the folds of her banner furled ; 
Her flag had been raised, and its eagles 

had flown. 
Her torch had been lit, and its radiance 

shone ; 
The war-trump been sounded, the gath- 
ering made. 
And the tyrant-foe had awhile been 

stayed 
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By Columbia's sons in stern battle ar- 
rayed. 

But now, more sadly they suffered and 
learned ; 

And dimmed was that hope that had 
brightly burned, 

And lost were those victories dearly 
earned, 

Where proudly had shown the American 
star; 

Where their trusty swords on the battle- 
field 

Taught the insolent foe to die, or to 
yield ; 

That freedom's cause was Minerva's 
shield 

In the deadliest ranks of war. 

Now Brooklyn had witnessed a fearful 
recoil ; 

Montgomery had bled on a foreign 
soil; 

Disheartened and famished and worn 
with toil, 

And burdened with ceaseless cares, 
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Oh, who will chide if the soldier with- 
draws, 

For home and for rest, from a hope- 
less cause, 

Or, if patriot true, in despair, shall pause 

At war and its thousand snares? 

Now Heaven had drawn the dark curtains 

of night, 
And lighted her lamps of silvery light. 
While Washington, deeply oppressed 

with care. 
Stood on the banks of the Delaware. 
The hero's grief for his country's woes 
Denied him the sweets of a deep repose, 
While she deeply bled by her tyrant 

foes. 
Calm and serene was that hour, and 

still; 
The sleeping winds scarce breathed on 

the hill. 
And nothing was heard but the icy tide. 
As the Delaware rolled in his torrent's 

pride, 
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When the Chieftain thought of his coun- 
try's care, 

How she must bleed, or himself must 
dare. 

The scene was now changed. The gath- 
ering storms 
On a whirlwind rushed through the 

troubled sky; 
And near some dark and terrible forms 
Might seem to be seen by the gazer's 

eye. 
But the warrior stood in self-poise calm, 
Yet with fearful sense of impending 

harm; 
And in sorrow and dread he whispered 

low, 
"True emblems these of my country's 

woe; 
For first did the star of Hope beam 

bright. 
As the early star that adorned this 

night ; 
Resistless and strong as this river rolls. 
So the love of sweet liberty in our souls; 
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But now as this tempest the gnarled oak 
rends, 

So fearfully dark is her Fate that im- 
pends. 

O God! why comes this evil hour? 

Why sink beneath the despot's power? 

Oh, Liberty! we sigh for thee; 

Come, crown our efforts to be free. 

Are we, and ours to death devote? 

Through every sea our ships may float. 

Though we may rear an empire's 
throne. 

Though boundless wealth and power 
may own. 

Still we are nothing without thee ; 

Come, crown our efforts to be free." 

Quick as those words of prayer were 
spoken 

The electric flame rolled the mists 
asunder 

With the sudden startling voice of thun- 
der. 

And the clouds by the light of day are 
broken. 
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The whirlwind ceased, and Nature at- 
tended, 

As a virgin form from the clouds de- 
scended ; 

The Goddess of Liberty, late from the 
skies, 

Now stood in the gaze of the warrior's 
eyes ; 

Immortal youth in her countenance 
shone, 

A beauty and grace unto earth unknown ; 

Her form and her gait, as the air she trod. 

Bespoke the true lineage of a god. 
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Courage, my son, my hero," she said; 
Vainly distress not thy soul with 

care; 
For I am high Heaven's brave, martial 

maid. 
The friend of all that shall nobly dare 
Their treasures, their blood, and their 

lives to give 
That the free, from tyranny free, shall 

live. 
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I dwell in the purer, celestial spheres; 

But ever have sought, through the pass- 
ing years, 

To bless every soul and people and cause 

That should love my name and should 
honor my laws. 

But the struggle, how fierce, how varied, 
how long! 

And how short the triumph of ^ Right 
over Wrong! 

My Greece and my Rome, once the prin- 
ces of earth, 

That gave to the great and the mighty 
birth, 

'T is long since their glittering banners 
were spread — 

Long since the van of the world they led ; 

For Tyranny breathed his poisonous 
breath. 

And their glory and grandeur sank in 
death ; 

And so, wherever my eagles have flown 

There is none that I claim to be wholly 
my own. 
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But now I descend on Columbia's 

shore ; 
Here my proud banners shall wave to 

the sky; 
Oh, soon shall this darksome day be 

o'er, 
And soon shall the vanquished foeman 

fly. 
Here do I plant my eternal throne ; 
Here shall my beautiful temples rise, 
Brighter than once in Greece they shone 
In fiery splendor through the skies. 
Here all the blessings of freedom shall 

see, 
And this my country, my people shall be. 
Fear not, in the pathway of duty go ; 
My country preserve, and destroy her 

foe; 
This hour as they dream in the slumbers 

of night. 
Provoke the war ere the morning light. 
In thy course of honor and right press 

on, 
And all shall hail thee as Liberty's son. 
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'Tis the boon I alone can give," she 

said, 
As she bound her own wreath on the 

warrior's head. 

She spake ; then sped 'mid the shadows 

of night, 
And winged aloft her ethereal flight. 
He returned to his own. The bugle's 

wild note, 
The fife's and the clarion's shriller 

strain, 
Thrilling the valleys and hills, did float — 
Echoed the hills and the valleys again. 
The soldiers aroused at the startling 

sound. 
And gathered their gallant chief 

around ;— 
Tho' weary and hungry and cold and 

poor, 
Still ready to do and still firm to endure. 

'*Let not your spirits despair," he said, 
*'By those who have joined the honored 
dead, 
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By those who on Bunker's Hill have bled. 

Grand martyrs to liberty. 

Oh, Warren! we rather would fall like 

thee, 
We choose the dark gates of death to see 
Than the dastard, manacled slave to be, 
Or bow to tyranny. 
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We fight not alone. For some angel 

hath spoken 
The will of high Heaven — and hath 

giv'n me this token: 
Our tyrant's rod, that it soon shall be 

broken, 
Our cause that it shall prevail. 
We shall not fight alone. That great 

man and wise, 
That draws the dread lightnings down 

from the skies, 
Reads a hope in a friendly nation's eyes, 
And with union we cannot fail. 

**Now, on to the battlefield we go; 
In the shades of night we will seek the 
foe; 
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Let them hear, while in dreams they 

slumber low, 
The thunder of our arms. 
It is for that freedom we love, that we 

fight, 
And the world shall behold the glorious 

sight, 
A country that shines as a star at night. 
And gleams with a thousand charms." 

Scarce had he spoken as on they passed, 
Like the rolling wave that knows no 

rest. 
Such zeal for some victory filled their 

breast. 
That a herald of peace might be. 
It was not for fame, nor for honors grand. 
But that their dearest, their own loved 

land. 
The hope of the world, should forever 

stand 
As the Temple of Liberty. 

Roll on, thou Delaware, in thy pride, — 
Thou canst truly boast an honored tide. 
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That on thy bosom that night did ride 

Columbia's sons of glory. 

Scamander and Tiber, the Seine and the 

Thames 
Shall ever enjoy their long -honored 

names, 
But for Freedom's bright record thine 

own proclaims 
A rarer, more excellent story. 

The morning's sun, as he mounted the 
skies, 

Saw the thick dun cloud of the battle 
arise. 

And the foeman flee, as the wild doe flies 

At the sound of the huntsman's horn. 

'Twas a glorious sight, that eventful 
day. 

When the dark cloud of Tyranny rolled 
away, 

When the long-wished morn of Free- 
dom's day 

In splendor began to dawn. 
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LIFE 

Our race is Time, the goal that we shall 

reach 
Eternity. We now upon the beach 
Of that untried and boundless ocean 

stand, 
One foot is on the sea, one on the land. 
A while we doubt, as we would longer 

stay, 
Yet know we must and hope to launch 

away. 
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TRUTH 

Thy bark may on Life's giddy sea 
Be safely sped, or tempest driven ; 
Be Truth the pole-star of thy way- 
'T will make the port of Heaven. 
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VIRTUE 

When Time is past and we are gone^ 
We ask not the recording stone, 
But fondly hope to leave behind 
The record of a virtuous mind. 
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SELF-KNOWLEDGE 

" Tvwde (reaurdv ** ; such is Wisdom's rule, 
Ere you shall enter farther in her school ; 
Thine own deep mysteries first under- 
stand 
Nor others seek to counsel nor command. 
'T is they of dark and selfish pride alone 
That first seek others thoughts and ways 
before their own. 
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MEMORY 

** Farewell," ** farewell," our parting 

word must be, 
But not farewell to sacred memory. 
Forever in our hearts its trace shall dwell 
Tho' to all else we bid a long farewell. 
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THE THINGS THAT I LOVE 

I 

Oh! Nature has charms that I can but 

love, 
The earth beneath and the skies above ; 
The stars, the clouds, and the changeful 

sea 
Enkindle sweet raptures of joy in me. 

II 

Oh ! first is the rough, the strong, and the 

wild; 
By her boldest forms I am most beguiled ; 
In her native, her earliest ruggedness 
There chiefly the Muses will deign to 

bless. 

Ill 

I love to stand on the mountain's brow 
And gaze on the forests and fields below, 

193 



On the streamlets that wind the low hills 

among 
And the hamlets that skirt their sweet 

banks along. 

IV 

Oh! greatly I love the storm and the 
cloud, 

As they wrap the earth in a midnight 
shroud ; 

For the lightning's flash and the thun- 
der's roll 

Give godlike heights to my worshiping 
soul. 



On the ocean's wave I delight to roam, 
Tho' the fretted billows may swell in 

foam, 
And I join in the sailor-boys' song of 

glee 
As the ship rolls on right joyously. 
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VI 

I love the mountains of Grecian song 
And the sparkling fountain their glens 

among. 
Oh, the Muses' haunts and Apollo's 

shrine 
And the ruined temples are still divine. 

VII 

I love by the moonlight's lonely hour 
To walk by the ancient casteled town, 
While the moon, with her bright lustrous 

sheen 
And the sparkling stars adorn the scene. 

VIII 

For the tall old tower, as it rocks to the 

blast, 
And resounds to the moping owlets' cry, 
Awakes the dull memories of the past 
And brings the far distant ages nigh. 
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IX 

I love to rove through the dark pine 

grove 
As the winds wail sad and forlorn, 
There's a heavenly power in that lonely 

hour 
That speaks of the dead that are gone. 



Souls of the dead that in life were so 

dear, 
Still do I think ye are hovering near. 
Ye dwell on the mountain, ye ride on the 

wind, 
Ye are loved by the heart, ye are seen 

by the mind. 
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Still I turn from the beauties of nature 

to man. 
For more do I love the great soull to 

scan. 
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Its essence, its powers, its hopes, and 

its fears, 
How boundless in thought, how endless 

in years! 

XII 

In life's bright walks I love to meet 
Friends that as friends shall each other 

greet, 
While Wisdom's best words and Love's 

sweetest smile 
And Music's best song shall the hours 

beguile. 

XIII 

I would love (but I know that it never 

shall be 
That such a grand boon shall be given to 

me) — 
I would love to carve me an honorM 

name 
High on the scrolls of Learning and 

Fame. 
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XV 

If e*er in future years thine eye shall 

trace 
Remembrance of the past these lines 

along, 
Thou wilt recall this friend^ this hallowed 

place 
Of study, learning, joyousness and song. 
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FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE 

Written in a Lady's Album 

Why mourn and pine at our estate? 

Of trials, sorrows, cares complain? 
Why rail at cruel, partial fate, 

If Love and Friendship still remain? 

Friendship's a flower that hardiest grows 
Beneath the cold, tempestuous clime ; 

Not broken by each gale that blows. 
Not withered by the touch of Time. 

Love is the essence of that flower 
Whose perfume sweetens all of life, 

Enshrined in Hymen's roseate bower 
An honored husband, faithful wife. 

To all to whom this narrow world 
Life*s dearest blessing shall deny, 

Love's banners yet shall be unfurled 
In happier homes beyond the sky. 
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There disenthralled the bars of sense, 
Each heart shall seek and find its own. 

And with true love's omnipotence 
They shall be joined and sealed as one. 
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THE AGED FATHER'S LAST 

WORDS 

My children I must leave you now, 
The death-drops stand upon my brow; 
My pulse is beating cold and low ; 
Once more good-bye before I go. 

And why good-bye? for what is death?— 
I yield to earth my fleeting breath, 
Some angel points an open door, — 
I pass, and earthly life is o'er. 

Beyond a vista far unrolls ; 

Death brings me to this world of souls. 

The home of the immortal mind, 

Not burdened more or powers confined. 

I cannot fear; the smiles of love 
Even now are beaming from above ; 
I feel the breath of morn — but lo ! 
I hear the summons: I must go. 
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I '11 come in spirit; Heaven shall send 
Her faithful guardians to defend, 
To teach, to guide with watchful eye 
And bear you home — Good-bye, Good- 
bye. 
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IN MEMORIAM 



IN MEMORIAM 

JUDGE EDMUND S. HOLBROOK 

23D APRIL, 1 81 6 
7TH NOVEMBER, 1 897 

A friend of all mankind, with heart and 

soul aflame 
To right the oppressor's wrongs and 

break dire Slavery's bands 
That fetter mind and soul throughout 

the world's broad lands, 
He led the ranks of Truth where Honor 

fought with Shame, — 
A brave and upright man, without or fear 

or blame. 
The purest aims and loftiest thought that 

life commands 
He made his own ; with tender voice and 

helpful hands 
He strove to lift the oppressed and weak, 

in Love's dear name. 

205 



To Law he made a shrine, — to Poesy and 
Art,— 

While Nature's every phase was dear 
unto his heart. 

In times of storm and stress he proved a 
friend in need 

With hope serene — ^and in life's rain- 
bow-span 

Of smiles and tears, in thought and act 
he lived his creed, 

*'The Fatherhood of God, the Broth- 
erhood of Man/* 
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